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PREFACE. 


Ho' ſeveral Volumes Ex GL ISN 
a So nvGS have been publiſted, yet none of 
them ſeem to have anſwered the End of 
ſuch a Collection as was wanted ſor pu- 
blick Uſe. Either by taking all 3 ir- 
differently as they came to Hand, they 
ſwell'd the Attempt to an inconvenient Size, and by that 
Means made it tio dear for common Purchaſers ; or 
in reducing it to a ſmaller Compaſe, they eye not at due 
Pains to ſèlect their So vs, ſo that the Good and 
Bad were ſo confuſedly mix*d together, as made it a Fain 
to the Reader to | 2 out the one from the other. The 
— Collections have been remarkably faulty in this Res. 
ec. - 


In order to remedy this Defect, it was thought adviſe- 
able to make up a Volume of the beſt Songs in a new 
Method, by reducing them to ſome diſtine* Heads, ſuch 
as. Scors SoxnGs, Love, Huxovn, and 
SONGS POR THE BoTTLEP,, taking particular 
Care under every Article to range only thoſe that were 
beſt on the Subject, by which | Means, both the Songs 
themſelves might be more eaſily found ; all bad er indit- 
ferent ones were ſure to be excluded; and of conſequence 
the whole Collection bid fair to be a more juſt and per- 
fef? one, than any has yet been offered to the publick View, 


In Purſuance of this Plan, it was judg d proper to aſſan 
the firſt Place is the Scots <ongs, on Acccunt of the ge- 


neral 


— — 
* {4 


-\ - Tos 
' 


- 


%&“'w45,„ 


Simplicity of ther Thought and Diction, but the agree- 
able Airs to which they are commonly ſung. Sixty r of 
the molt celebrated of theſe have been carefully choſen from 
the beſt Miſcellanies ;_and_we myſt 0:vn ourſelves greatly 
18 —_ to ſeveral Scots Gentlemen, for their kind Aſftance 
i this Particular. Fey = es 

In the next Place we have ſcle&ed two Hundred and ten 
of the moſt admired Engliſh Love Songs, taken - from on 
beſt Poets, ſame of them more correEtly publiſhed, 
than they have been in any preceeding Books 2 this Kind. 


Tze Songs for the Bottle, which compye the rext 
wk have been ſelected wit the ſame Care as the 
ormber. | r r N 


Under the Artias of Engliſh Miſcellany Songs, we 
have placed ſome of our old Ballads, hunting Songs, 
Songs in Praiſe of Admiral Vernon, thoſe of the Free- 
Maſons, aud others of Wit and Humour, with ſeve- 


ularity in Combaſit ions of this Sort, may find ſomething to 
tots that Taſte. The Times are alſo placed 2 the 


very uſeful Addition, 


. . View in this Deſign was to gine a Collefi- 
en of the beit Songs, as far as the Bounds of the Un- 
dertalkizg would permit. In order to this, the greateſt 
Caution bas been uſed, that n:thing low or bad in its Kind 

ſhould fend Adnnſſion, and for the ſame Reaſon every 
Thing looſe, immoral, or contrary to Virtue, has been re- 
jected ; and the Ears of our fair Readers guarded againſt 

' Offences, too frequently comnatted in Books of this Nature. 


Te extraordinary Succeſs of the former Edition of this 
| 2 ſhews bow far 2 2 1 the 


or Univerſal Songſter, will be agreeably receiv'd in all 


neral Eſteem they. are in, not enly for the Elegance and - 


ral of a more ſcrious IJ urn, fo that thoſe toho love Ivye- 


Head of tbe reſbective Songs, which mut be allowed a. 


nk» SS 6 e KEE KEE TMK  % *% *% *%. =» 


ention ; and we doubt not but 1 he Merry Companion, 
pc; where Wit, good Senſe, aud good Humour have 


end hoods 


hat bod# be t#S Cent 


| F 44+$240055006/4$4444+ 


A Short Gloſſary for the better Explanation 
of the Scots Words, that their Beauties may 
wot be Joft, or want of being rightly under - 


flood, 
Benniſon, Bleſſing. 
Benty, heathy. 
Bech 1 in the 
Vilkes « of Bs Bee Ties. 
Bing'd, made Curtefis, | 
Birks, Birch. 
Ba, ee 
71 ate 
: BI Str of the pe 
65 Blin the Eye. 
As | Bob bit, to = and 2 
e- Ane, one. Bode, predict 
2 Anither, another. Bodin, ſtored. 
to Araiſe, aroſe. Bog, Marſh, 
he Ae. Aſhes. — 4 ing with. f 
4 wa', ati ughting-Time Folding « 

I Aud, A | 
9 Ayont, beyond. Brachen, a Sort of Broth, 
He | rae, riſing Ground. 

& "Baith, both. — Kah 
ö 1 raw 
nd n'd, fwore or curs d. Brecken, Sy 


ery — Ty Bread bak'd on Broach, a Buckle; 5 
ye - the Hearth, of a 'H 5 


| 


The Grogan. 


A? 
I C 4 ok y, merrily, wia aying, 
I 
3 P | 
Cunker*d, ill natur d. - 
Ye, old Mew, C 
Catrin, « Thisf or Robber, CG 
SS 
uier » ct, G 
Chew, a Moxthful of To» G 
bacco. | TG 
Cle, — n7FY E 8 8 
£ | and, found. G 
gk, | Dale. g 3 — * G 
Oã le, Margar 0 at*s G 
the Coal . Faſh cnc ag Ge 
Cockernonny, the Hair Fauſe, falſe. G1 
ty'd up. | Faut, Fault. | 
Cod, .a Pillow, Fee, Wages, Gr 
| Cottie, Karts Coat. F 3 5 Gr 
Cragie, * Fey, atended by a Fatality» Gu 
| Cramaſie, Linſie Woglfie. Fles garies, Fancies. 
1:8 Frowdy-mandys a n of Flowan, 2 
Gruel. Flyte, to ſcold. ; F 
4 SO Fog „ M 5. a 
| fin, Folly, Wauton- F — , to the fore, in beingy | 
neſs, or laſti g. a 
mad, fookſh, Wk, from, . | 
Dander, wander. Fraiſing, P. 
Dawt, fondle, careſs, Fou er-tu, . 
Dight, to +. 
Dinna, 4o Cn” the Mouth. - 
Doo!, Trouble. | GE, large 
| Doſend, frozen, cold. a 
Dow, can. Id. Dove, Gudcrante a 1 that 
Doughtna, could wt. hargs en the Side. 


Dowy, weary, lonely. Gabcrlunzie-man, Beggar. 
7 Gac, gave, Id. 8⁰¹ 
Gane, gone, 


—— 


$, 


The GLozany. 


Gar, make, or cn. 
_ May. 


San Ka- Wanas, 


_ Howms, Vallies an Rivers 


i Ilka, 
Glakit, idle and rumpiſh, Ill-fardiy, ill 


Glee, Foy. Ingle, Fre. 
Gleeg, Squinting, Jo, Sweet- 
Glens, Dales, to bow, 
* to flare. k, weary or tired, 
ud, Gold, 
Gowan, wild Daſio. Airn o Cairn, Heaps 
Graip, tagr eK — Bo. 
Graithed, Kail, A wal Id. Broth, 


Gree, "4 henna Keckle, laugh. 


Grip Keek, beep. 
| Guteher, Grand- Father, Ken, Know 


1 

E 7 

1 Heugt, an ſeep 
1 r 4 great L 112 

r. 

I Hool, Hut. Easwbite, Linet, 
Hows, Helhyws, _— Lint-Tap, #4 Nax. 


2 2 


The Gross AR. 


Aik, a Mate. 
|; Mair, more. 
Maift, moſt 
Mane, Moan. 
Marrow, Match, 
Maukin, Hare, 
| Mavis he Thruſh 
avis, t 

Meikle or Muckle, much. 
7 — attempt. 

inny, Mether. 

irk, 
Mou, Mouth. 
Mouter, the Miller's Toll. 
Muck, Dung. 
Muirland, nd. 
Mutches, Women's Caps, 


| 

fel; owe third of a Peony, 
elt, to 

Poortit , Poverty 

Pou or pu, pull. 


Pri ve, to prove or . 


3 


1 ta ty, fb 
n 

like, Cant Wor ds, 

Raſhes, 


Ratches tenty, Dogs bred 


tothe Gun 
Red up, in order, 
Rever, er. 
Rife, plenty. 


Riggs, Ridges f Corn Land 
Rin, run. 

Row, r 

Rowth, Wealth. 

Rude, cyoſs. 

Runkled, urinckled. 


| A and Nea, no, none. Rung, a Bier, alſo a Club, 
*. 2 next. 8 
itt nattin trifling. e, ſo. 
Noucher, neither, 8 Salt, ſe ir, ſoft. 
_ fore. 
2 ) wie, Oxen, Sh 4 . 
_—_ Sey, by: ſhall not. 
3 Strokes | Shanks * to go on Fock. 
| Pantry, à Buttery © Shill, | 
Pat, bs, Shoon, Shoes. 
— = fra B Shaw, a Paddock. 
| ark 


Sic a Sick, ſuch, a 


Sinſyne, fince that Time, Thriphn 
Skaith, 5 fn 2 


\ The Growany 


Siean, ſuch 4s one. * — 2 
Sin or Syne, ſince. Trang, thr 


Souple, clever or bending. s of one Piece 
ake, ſhots. 1 Trig, ne 


Speer, to ask. w, believe 
Splding, dry d White-fiſh. ea . 
Trun ſmall s on 

| — Kone. Trunks = 

Starns, Stars, torn tro 

8 ſhut, Twin, to part from 

UIK, a 

Stoup, a Prop. ' Teo fair, very fore 

n a 1 Unco a, 

Strak'd Hands, joined Hands proud , 

— ſmall 5 


weer laxy. ' Opie, br ' 
— 4 Yo! R 


Wall, 


Syne, then 


The GLOSSARY, 


Waty, Yall, an Exclama- Whiſht, bold your Peace 
Whorlcs, Kone $ 


ward! Win or Won, dwe 
Wame, lp po Winna, will not 


Ware, Be Windſome, handſome 
War, worſe Wiſt, knoton, 
Wat, know Woo, Wooll 
Waws, Walls Wood, mad 
Wawk. welt, Id. wake Woody, a Withy | 
Wee, little Wow ! wonderful | Id ab! 
Weid, wild . Wylie, cunning 
Weirs, Faw : Wyte, blame 
a, l | 
W Whany, large Piece X T' Ad, a Mare 
| Whilk, 55 555 ye ſhall 


-Whnging, 2 Yeſticen! iche vir 


Brantifully printed in two neat Pocket Volumes, Price 6s. | 
| and SIGISMUNDA : A Celebrated NOVEL. inter. 
we - mix'd with a great VARIETY of DELIGHTFUL ate ths 
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WH Ma Pocdet Volume, Price 2 s. 6 45 
* Tung Adventures of Don ALPHONS 
ul | BLAS de Lirias, Son of GIL BLASS of Sarcillene, Tranſlated 
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16998, 


18 


2 een 


15 N D E *. 


Cobler there was and he liv'd in a Stall 
A Cuckold it is thought | 
A Curſe attends that Woman's Love 
A Damſel I'm told 
A Laſs that was loaden with Care 
A lovely Laſs to a Friar came 
A Maid "like the Golden Ore 
| A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once 4 
A . > 
B A Pox on t 00 Plotting of late 
A Soldier and a Sailor 25 
3 A trifling Song ye ſhall hear 
Alas when charming Sylvia's gone 
by Alexis ſhunn' d his Fellow Swains 
All in the Downs the Fleet was moor d 
All powerful Gold the World controuls 
All the World's in Strife and Hurry 
Almeria's Face, her Shape, her Air 
Ambition never me ſeduc d 
Amongſt the pure ones all 
And canſt thou leave thy Nancy? | 
« Artiſt who underneath the Table 84 
As Archers and Fidlers who cunningly kaow 9 


As Amoret and Phillis ſat 
As Cælia in ber Garden ſtray's 


; 8 The GLOSSARY, 
Way, Wal, an Exclawa- Whiſht, piers Peace © 


Ras Ron Stone $ 
Walop, in or Won 
Wame, Sond Bei, Ml inna, will not 


Ware, beſtow Windſome, handſome 
War, worſe Wiſt, known, . 
Wat, know Woo, Wool 
Waws, Walls Wood, mad 
Wawk - as Id. * Woody, a Vitbhy 
Wee, Wow ! wonderjul | Id ab! 
Weid, wild Wylie, cunning 
Weirs, Wars Wyte, blame 
Wha? Pi ATA, a Mar 

ng, iece | a e \ 
Whilk, — Ton Oo 
Whinger, Hanger Yern, D 


Whinging, whwing Ion, — 


|  Fuſt Publiſd d, 

Brantifully printed in two neat Pocket Volumes, Price 68. | 
and SIGISMUNDA : A Celebrated NOVEL. inter, 

mind with a great VARIETY of DELIGHTFUL HIST Q- 

R188 and entertaining ADVENTURES. * 
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. In gry and ent Adventures of Don ALPHONS 
| BLAS de Lirias, Son of GLL BLASS of Saxzillane, Tranſlated 
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NS 


AN 


ALPHABETICAL 


INDE * 


Cobler there was and he vs in a Stall 

A Cuckold it is thought 
A Curſe attends that Woman's Love 
A Damſel I'm told 
A Laſs that was loaden with Care 
A lovely Laſs to a Friar came 
A Maid _ the Golden Ae 
AN and a Swain to Apollo once d 
A — = — 55 OY 
A Pox on t 00 Plotting of late 
A Soldier and a Sailor = 
A trifling Song ye ſhall hear 
Alas when charming Sylvia's gone 
Alexis ſhunn'd his Fellow Swains 
All in the Downs the Fleet was moor d 
All powerful Gold thè World controuls 
All the World's in Strife and Hurry 
Almeria's Face, her Shape, her Air 
Ambition never me ſeduc d | 

ongſt the pure ones all 


And cant thou leave thy Nancy ?: 


Artiſt who underneath the Table 


As Archers and Fidlers who cunningly know | Yor 


As Amoret and Phillis ſat. 
As Cælia in ber Garden ſtray's 


PIITTY n 


INDE X 


As Chloris full of harmleſs Thought 
As Cynthia late within the Grove FS 
early I walked on the firſt of ſweet May, 
from a Rock paſt all Relief t 

$ I ſaw fair Chloe walk alone 
Aſk not the Cauſe why ſudden Spring 
As near a Fountain's flowery Side 


e allies lying 

tippling John was jogging on 

1 — Fork to view the Plain, 

| > 3 — Summer's Day 

Dead of Night when wrapt in Sleep 

wy At Polwart on the Green 

At St. Oſyth*s by the Mill 

arena there was a Wedding 

= Away, away, We've crown'd the 

li Away with Suſpicion + ate 
Kay ye brave Fox-hunting Race 

Away. you. Rover 


WE Bacchus aſſiſt us to ſing thy great Glory 

= Bacchus God of mortal Pleaſure e 
Bacchus muſt now his Power refign 

Bacchus one Day gaily ſtriding | 
Begone old Care, I prithee begone from me 
Belinda ſee from yonder Flowers 

Belinda with affected Mein | 
Beneath a Green Shade I fund a fair Maid 
1 as th* immortal Gods is he 
oe, blow thou Winter's. Wind | 
+ Blow Boreas blow, and let your ſurly Winds 
Blow on ye Winds; deſcend ſoft Rains 
Blyth young and gay = 
Born with the Vices of my Kind 
Bright as Phabe in her Glory | 


* 


1ND ZE 


thia's Power divinely great 
Briſk eos and Sherry 


Buſk ye, Buſk bony bony Bride 
Buſy, curious, thirty Fly | 
By a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs hy 
By dimpled Brook, and Fountain Brim 
By Drinking drive dull Care away 
By Men w—_— , * 1 we're mov d 
By ſmooth winding Tay a wain was reclining 
By the Beer as brown as Berry 
57 the gayly circling Glaſs 

By the Side of a great Kitchen Fire 


Can Love be controul'd by Advice 
Can then a Look create a Thought 
Celia my Heart has often rang d 
Celia too late you would repent 

Chloe look with Pity 
Chloe be wiſe no more perplex me 
Chloe bluſh'd, and frown'd and ſwore 
Chloe when 1 view thee 
Cold and raw the North did blow 
Come all you jolly Bacchanals 
Come and liſten to my 
Come attend Britiſh Boys 
Come chear up your Hearts 
Come, come, bid adieu to Fear, 
Come, come my Hearts of Gold. x 
Come fill me a Bumper my jolly brave 
Come fill me a Bumper o 4 
Come fill me a Glaſs, fill it high 
= follow, follow me 

me from the Groves each Goddeſs 

Come hither my Country Squire 
Come jolly Bacchus, God of Wine 


Come let us prepare 


Come let us be merry 
Come let us drink 


Ce wy Lat with Says bebt 


CENCDE BF. Ry 
| WS 
For Gold and not Freedom thoſe Generals fight % 


243 
For many unſucceſsful Years, 173 
ie | 297 
Freedom is a real Treaſure 286 
From good Liquor ne er ſhrink, 248 
From native Stalk the Provence Reſe, 145 
From Roſy Bowers whege ſieeps the God of Love 174 
From Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, 369 0 
Froun not, my Dear, | 7 360 5 
Gather Roſe-Buds while you may, 283 
Cay 3 liking Eftcourt's Wine, | 96 


Gentle Zephyrs, filent Glades, | 


179 
Genius of England, from thy pleaſant Bower of Bliſs, 329. 
Gently touch the warbling Lyre, . 90 
Gently hear me, charming Fair, ; 39 
Qin ye meet a bony Lathe, „ 
Give me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Do, 230 


Jod of Sleep, for whom I languiſh 


, Gy 145 
Go 0, falſeſt of thy Sex be gone, lh” ns 3 
air Þ akon gentle Swain, N Prod 14 s 


, Vind the Vicar of Tauntas-en, - og, 


Neptune, when firſt he took of the Sea — 
Fa Maſonry, thou Craft —_ W oy | 
appy Hours all Hours excelling 2 | 00: 


PPY is a Country Life 31r : 
appy's the Love which meets Return 1 
w. of away tis the merry tun'd Horn 16 3 
ak! Hark, the Huntſman ſounds his Horn 4 

ark ! hark from fur 3 * mer 
arken and. I will tell you how 3 
aue you not ſeen the Morning's Sun 170 
tar me ye Nymphs and every Swain | „ x: 

e that has the beft Wife * © .. 366. 

e that will not merry, merry be x 1 

e who for ever e 8 451 : 
elp me each harmonious Grove 7 WT WE 
pere's a Health to the King, and a laſting Peace 198 
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2K If Love's a fweet Paſſion why does it torment 
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"INDEX 


Here's to thee, 


Honeſt Man John Ochiltree, 
Hoſier with indignant Sorrow 


How 


0 How |! 


How 
4 How 


> How 


How 


How 


blyth ilk Morn was I to fee 

! Court Dorinda ! who the Devil 
cruel are the Traitors l 

do they err, who throw their Love 
happy are we 

happy a State does the Miller poſſeſs 
hard is the Fate of all Woman-kind 


hardly I conceal my Tears 


— ga much, egregious Moore, are we 


4 a Sailor's Life paſſes 9 
w ſweetly ſmells the Simmer green 


I am a poor Shepherd undone 


I am. come to lock all faſt 
I am in Truth 
ah the lovely the oy of the Swain 
1 * tly touch'd her „ the gave 
rather enjoy 


. a Deb "pad bn Dalule- + - 
I know I'm no Poet, my Song it will ſhow it 


I love thee by Heavens, I cannot ſay more 
I never ſaw a Face till now 
1 ſmile at Love, and all his Arts 


W |} - If all Things fuceees, 


If any ſo wiſe is i 


If 
Af I 


Wench Venus Ole 
ive to grow old, for I find I go down 


If Love the Virgin's Heart invade 
If Phillis denies me Relief 
If the Glaſſes they are empty 


If Wine be a Cordial why does it torment 
8 around the Shady Bowers 
ebe P ve heard with Horne 


was never in Print 


— — — — 
# — 


er Tate 
#7 Here's to thee, my Daarca;let's drink and be merry 71 
60 


261 

19 
159 
191 
323 


FFF Frrrrrrrprrrrrrrrra rs err 


1 In Pimps and Politicians | 

0 Bf In Spies of Love at length I find 

51 In vain dear Chloe you * | 
19 ia vain fond Youth, thy Tears give o'er. 
59 la vain's the Force of Female Arms + 
01 nl Winter when the Rain rain'd cauld 
23 met with Jenny fair 

71 Jolly Mortals fill your Glafſes 

75 Bl Jolly Souls that are generous and free 

87 t is not Cœlia in our Power 
15 It is not that I love you lefs 


93 Jag coming from Sea, our Spouſes and we 
15 Kilbarchan now may ſay alace ! 


Laffie, lend me braw Hemp-Heckle 

369 Leave Kindred Fa Friends, ſweet Betty, 

302 Leave off this idle Prating, 2 

_ _ e fire thy Mind in 
Soldiers fight or Pra 

116 Let Matters bobs 1 de 

Let's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 

86 Let us drink and be merry, | 

1 Life is chequer d, Toll and Pleaſure, 

Like a wandering Ghoſt I 3 

174 Live, and love, enjoy the Fair; 

257 Love and ey were at Play, 

204 Y Love is like the raging Occan, 

379 Lose is out of Faſhion, | 

Love never more ſhall give me Pain, 

Love, thou art the beſt of human Joys, 

Love's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 

Love's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove, 

I. 

may eſcape ope | 
May the Ambitious ever find, _ 
Miſtaken Fair, Jay Sherlock by, 


657 


8 8 
8 


88838 „ 8085 


4 | No ſooner comes up a Country Clown, 


| INDE X 
My Chloe, why do you ſlight me, 

: M; Days have en ſo wondrous free 

M dear Miſtreſs has a Heart, | 

My Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 

My joyous Blades with Roſes crown'd, 

My Lovefick Mind, what Tranſport mov'd 

My Love was fickle once, and 

My Maſters, give Ear, 

My Minny's ay glowran o'er me, 
My Paſſion is as Muſtard ſtro 


; * 
* 


My Patie is a Lover gay, | 

y Soul is raviſh'd with Delight, 

My ſweeteſt May, let Love incline thee, 
My Time, O ye Muſes ! was happily ſpent, 


Nanſy's to the Green Wood gane, 
Nature ſo tender to Chloe has ſhown, 
Never ſigh, but think of Kiſſing, _ 
No Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
No more think me falſe, 


No more, Sir, no more, I'll e*en give it o'er, .. 
Not Eden's Garden did diſdain, | 
Not this blooming April Seaſon, 
Now Phœbus finketh in the Weſt, 
Now wat ye wha I met Veſtreen, 


O Bell, thy Looks have pierc'd my Heart, 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, | 
© waly waly up the Bank, 
O why did e'er my Thoughts aſpire, 
O gentle Sleep to thee alone, 
O 
O 
0 


4 


ſay, What is that Thing call'd Light! 
London is a dainty Place, 
f Race Divine thou needs muſt be, 

Of all the Girls in our Town, 

Of all the Occupations, 

Of all Comforts I miſcarried, 

Of all States in Life fo various, 8 


INDEX 

Of al the fimple Things we do, | 

Of all the World's Enjoyments, 

Of all our fond Diverſions, 

3 NET In, 

Oh, ha py Grove (48: 

Oh! bal me to lome peaceful Gloom, : 

Oh ! my panting, panting Heart 

Old Saturn that Drone of a God, : 

Old Adam, it is true, 

Old Poets have told us, when they were grown 
E 5 I lay 

One Evening as $47 

S 

On a Bank beſide a Willow, | 

One April Morn, when from the Sea, 


one Night, when all the Village ſlept, | 133 
3 IJ On, on, my dear Brethren, purſue the great Lecture, 333 
360 WF Others falſe Tongues can you believe, 149 
8 Over the Mountains, | | — 184 
17 nn, 
2.5% Pious Selinda goes to Prayers / 181 
321 Preach not me your muſty Rules EA 280 
308 ¶ Pretty Parrot ſay, when I was away 5 
1231 Prithee Billy, be' nt fo filly | 178 
370% Prithee Friend, leave off thy Thinking 236 


Remember Damon, you did tell gr 
Reſtrain' d from the Sight of my Dear 130 


Ring, ring the Barr Bell of the World 213 
Ro- - ttin ungua Goſcinina 372 

15⁰ A 
171 bare Women and Wine there is nothing in Lis 251 
27 Pay, good Maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your Butt 2 50 
345 2 Bay, lovely Dream, where couldſt thou find 13535 


from the filent Grove Alexis flies 144 
19 fee, ſee like Venus ſhe appears | 123 
20WVee, ſee my Seraphina comes | 

22 ee ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes | 
5 4 ug what a Conqueſt Love has made 


Some liken Man to brittle Glaſs 


Tell me, tell me charming Creature 


| "The Boy that s of a Bird poſſeſt | 
py — of bright Beanty ſo powerful are 


The happieſt Mortals once were we 
The Hounds are all out 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill 


5 - The laſt Time I came o'er the Moor 


7 V D X 
e the lege thing 
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She that would +0 MG 
__—— Wie 237 
uld old Acquaintance be forgot 3 
Since now the World's turn'd upßide down 342 
nd rd quando; So. 00 cog 163 
ome hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies 306 


e ſay Women are like the Scas 


y 
0 


n when 


ne er was ſo wre as 1 166 T 

I ſcorn who nice and fair 31 7. 

et are the Charms of her I love 787 

Beet if you love me filing turn 59 1 
TI 

Teach me Chloe how to prove 89 Tt 


Pell me no more I'm deceiy'd Th 
Ten Vears like Troy my ſtubborn Heart Th 
\That all Men are Beggars we plainly may Th 


Collier has a Daughter 
The duſky Night rides down the Sky 
The Gods and the Goddeſſes lately 64 feaſt 


The Laſs that would know how to managed hn 


"The Lawland Lads think they are fine 
The Lawland Maids gang trigg _ fine 
The Macedon Youth 


The Men of Pleaſure 


IND E X. 


76 Urne Man that is drunk is void of all Care 41 
212 BW The Man who for Life 168 
72 The Modes of the Court ſo common are grown 345 
143 The Night her filent Sable wore 42 
237 W The Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene I 
61 WW The Nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind II 
342 MW The Pawky auld Carle came o' er the Lee, 9 
163 Ainet in begun 91 
306 The Sages of old 216 
220 % The Shepherd Adonis 35 
255 The ſmiling Morn and breathing 4-57 wy ; 8 ; 
+ 82M The Soldier disbanded and forc'd to beg. £0 
138 The Stone that all things turns at Will 2396 
143 The thirſty Earth ſucks up the Rain ; 227 
164 The wanton God that pierces Hearts 161 
371 The Wheel of Life 320. 
70 The Widow can bake, and the Widow can brew, 33 
. GYM The Youth whom I to fave would die | - 
There was a jovial Beggar bd 
There were three our Town 306 
This great World is alETwouble 240 
Tho? cruel yon ſeem to m Rain 113 
Tho' Flavia to my warm 173 
Thou riſing Sun whoſe glad Ray 133 
Three Nymphs contended for my Heart 3320 
bus Kitty beautiful and young 103 
= Tis Wine makes us love, and Love makes us drink, 370 
Tis Woman that ſeduces all Mankind 
Vo all you Husbands and you Wives 324 
25 To charming Caelia's-Arms I flew 161 
11% To hug yourſelf in perfect eaſe 282 
o meet her Mars, the Queen of Love 364 
o you fine Folk at Marlbrough Houſe 26 


© you fine Folk at London To] n ) 271 
ranſported with Pleaſure Wo 
ranſporting are the ſolid Joys 

' Twas at the ſilent Midnight Hour 
"Twas in the Land of Cyder 

3 Twas on a River” « verdant Side 


. 
en when the Seas were rosting 
Two Goflips they merrily met 


Upbraid me not, capricious Fair 
Fr, 
1 are 'r in its Luſtre 
| Valean contrive me ſuch a Cup 


haſt me ſoine foft and cooling Breeze 

Was ever Nymph like Roſamond 

We all to conquering Beauty bow 

We were both born in one Town-End 
Welcome, welcome Brother Debtor . 

We'll drink, and we 'l never hve done, Bojs 
Were I laid on Greenland Coaft | 
What a Racket is here 

What Beauties does Flora diſcloſe 
What Cato adviſes 

What care I for Affairs of State 
What Man in his Wits had not rather he poor . 
; What Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat 
What's the Spring- breathing Violet and Roſe 
r 
What tho' I am a Country Laſs 

What tho” 1 am a London Dame 

What Torments ye Pow'rs I ſuſtain _ 
What Woman could do, I have try d to be free 
When a Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gains 
When bright Aurelia tript the Plain 

When Cynthia ſaw Bathſheba's Charms 
When Chloe we ply 

When Daſies py d and Violets blue 

When Delia on the Plain appears 

When firſt thoſe blooming Charms I fpy'd 
Wen Fanny blooming fair 

mi . When firſt to Cambridge we do come 

| When Gold-is in Hand 


Two Gods of great Honour, Bacchus and Apollo 


SSL LL LL A AAA all ade a Ei oe ods 


SENS DES 
When humming brown Beer was the Engliſhman's 

Taſte : — 
When innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did cron 
When Jocky firſt I ſaw my Soul was chang d 
When I ſurvey Clarinda's Charms | 


When 1 vifit proud Celia, juft come from my Glaſs 221 
When lovely Phillis thou art king 


| 21 
When Love is lodged within the Heart . . 
When mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engliſhman's 

Food, 99 
When Molly ſmiles beneath her Cow 156 
When Orpheus went down to the Regions below © 250 
When Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling Strings 131 
When yielding firſt to Damon's Flames 127 
Whenever Chloe, I begin, 157 
While in the Bow'r with Beauty bleſs' d, 136 
While Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in Alli- 

ance, | 253. 

While the Lover is thinking, 223 
While ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Health, 


While filently I lov'd, nor dar d 

Whilſt Diſcord and Envy 

Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling, 

Whilft I fondly view the Charmer, 

Whilſt the Town's Brim-full of Folly, 

Who has e er been at Paris, muſt needs know 
Greeve, g | 

Who to win a Woman's Favour, 

Why Celia ſhould you ſo much ſtrive, 

Why, lovely Charmer, tell me why, 

Why, Lycidas, ſhould Man be vain ? 

Why ſhould we that Ambition call, 

Why ſhould a fooliſh Marriage-Vow, 

Why we love and why we hate, 

Why will Florella when I gaze, 

Wine does Wonders every Day 

Wine, Wine in a Morning 


* 


0 - * 4 | 2 * 
Wine's a Mͤi y and eaſy , 21 
With an honeſt ol Friend, and a merry old Song 
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I 25e, Plato, Aue. 8 
ln Fir adore read adorn. Ts . ſuwe ſew 
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Wich tunerul Pipe and merry Glee 
Woman thoughtleſs giddy Creature 8 

Would Fate to me Belinda give 

Would you taſte the Noon-tide Air 


Ve Cats that at Midnight ſpit Love at each other - 224 


r 


With artful Voice, young Thyrſis, Ws > 
With brokew-Worts, and down caſt b. . 
With geriy Horn 


Fe Gales that gently wave the Sea | - £44.04 
Fe gentle Gales that fan the Air 117 
Ye Gods chat round fair Celia wait 137 
Ve Lads and Laſſes that live at Longleat 279 
Vie Maidens, ye Wives, and young Widows rejoice, 336 
| Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour a e 
Ye Minutes ſwiftly move 192 
Ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods: 1 343 
Vo Nymghs and ye Seas om the Orore and th Fa 
8 
Ve Nymphs and-ye Swains that adorn the gay Plains, 5 
Ve Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plains, 45 
Ye ban Powers that rule the Plain 
Ye Virgin Powers defend my Heart . 
Ves, all the World will ſure agree 129 
You t Freeholders now lend us a Hend | 267 
Vou have heard no doubt how all the Globe 256 
Vos love by all that's true | 2 71 
__ You little blind Deceiver go 13288 
Wh You'may ceaſe to complain it 93 
Vos meaner Beauties of the Night - | 140 
Vong Bacchus 8 beftriding his Tun 200 
Young Cupid one Day wilely 120 
Voss Orpheus tickled his Harp fo ell 350 


— T0 love Pleaſure - | uy 


SONG A i oof Pays in 


HE Lav of P il, 4 
So bony, bly bas 
In 2 df all my 1 Sie "4s 
Hath ſtole my Heart away. 


Bare- headed on the Green, : 
#21 Love-*midſt her Locks did e 
= 99). And wantan'd in her Een. 
Her Arms, white, round and ſm imooth, 

cr Arms rifing in their Dawn, 2 


Thro* all my Spirits ran 
An Eugen of Bl 2 — 


Wrapt in a beim Ku: 
Without the Help of Art, 


Like Flowers which grace the wil, - SY 
She did her Sweets impart, 4 >. WE | 
14 Whene er ſhe ſpoke or mild; © 2 725 SES 
200 WHer Looks they were & mild.. 
120 Free from Pride, © - 8 
350 he me to Love beguiPd, 2 
170 [I wiſb'd her for my Bride. px 
121 bad I all that Wealth, Fea 
Hopes high Mountains fill, 1 
225 Mara long Life and Health, 2 


in 3 


hen tedding of the Haß 


To Age it woald F 
To preſi em with his Hands. . 5 + e = The 


Bliſs, 5 . e 
When I ſuch Sweetneſs land OO. 


e "if 2 2 25 
* 2 1er none but i 


1 


4 Nor all the 1 Flowers 
Nor or Tweed gliding 8 ently thro? « 
Beauty and Þ ure does viel 


e ire heard in Grove, 
BED. by n+ Hap probs mg 
Ar. Bird, and ſweet cooing Dov 

1 Mabel enchant ev'ry Roſh, Bo... 


"EU lodge in ſome Villa 
And rt while the fea 


e Flo 


d Nature indu en my BER, 
27 relieve the oft Pains of Went, 
5 020 * abrofal K 


| > 's rs 
5 5 ba e 


1 Sbon'd fl e * *, 5 a 


e let us . —.— N 
Let us foe how:the Primroſes ſpr 2 85 
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SONG m. Fr the n Lt, 7. 


8 early I walk'd, onthe firſt e 
. a fleep Monarzin, oy 


” - Befide a — Fountain, 
I heard a ve Late fat Melody plays. 8 
Whilſt the Eecho reſounded the dolowns L. 
I liſten'd and look'd, '#nd;ſpy'd Exh 
Wien Apen 1 we. 4 
Scern'd clearing dickes us the Shy after R 
e 2 7 
And thus he . 
Tho' Elie ould Trepine, 
r 
not to love mes 8 
In her high Sphere of Warth I never — net 7 
| Memon wan ian”; | 
as © No ee em ny — N Fl 
5 18 in due Subj 5 * 
etain warm Obes; 9 5 
To ſhew — Self Love inflames not Flle, <3 
; And that no other Swiin can more oy admire. 
20 When re as ceaſe to rage ni 
'' The returning, 2 1 | 
1 Shal Rach wy! d ourniny 5 57 3 
And, Lord of myſelf, in abſplute R 3 
Pl hug the Condition which Heaven f 


a a. 
Then Friends e Bf and way rt 
150 — is reeds 


Elia ſball own, tho? tagLove hat - 
That ſhe neꝰ er had a Friendlike 3. _—_ 0 d. | 


May the fortunate C i 


3 1 


* if 
- 


deav ; els S 
| Tor ain 12 dear aver, > e 

Know as well as I; what . 

Be much more 1 dut never * 


| 


| Whilſt from all amorous Cares, 

2 * — _ Peace fea ng, EIS 8 
mploying my Reaſon to dry u my Tears, 

In hopes of Heaven's Nute PH Sond my few Years, 

| r BNET OI Cirincts Love, * A & 

| Dome aid me with Patience 

Io bear my Vexations 

Wich equal Defires my-ftutt'ring Heart move, 

With Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve. 


Love in hisFetters e'er catch-me again, 
3 May Courage protect me, 
And Prudence direct me: A 
{ Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 
| Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 


Son . Nu Scott. 
| H: ys the Love which meets Return, 
But 


en in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn z 
| ords are wanting to diſcover | 
Ide Torments of a hopeleſs Lover. 

Ye Regiſters of Heaven, relate, 

| IF looking o'er the Rolls of Fa 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to 

F Mary Kot the Flower of Tarrow ?: 

Ah no! her Form's too heavenlyſair, 

Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 

t While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
Auch ar a Diſtance due adore her. 

Olovey Maid! my Doubts beguile, - 

{ Revive and bleſs me with a Smile: 

EF Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 

 Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 

E - Re buſh, ye Fears! Ell not deſpair, 
ee Tran, | 

W 1 go tell ger a n K 
| Ss is ING th I0t the fan uiſh : 
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With Fc es. PIY not envy .- 223 
LL. * who dwell above the = 5 8 18 I 

en Mary S's become my Marro why”: 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Narrow, mo 5 F'# 


SONG: V. De gur M , 


i HE ſmiling Mori and breathing ** * 
— N 

And as they warble WELD. 
Love wore merged Toy 1 , OE 
Let us, Amanda, timely POLL Rs 

Like them e D, Ae 4 

Ard in ſoft Murmurs waſte the P 4 


Amid the Birks of Innermay. MYERS ET 
Hon wears Summer of the Tear, 

And love = — will appears 

4s that rg the v-dant Wade. „ 
Our Taſte for P ure then is r, N 49 bet 

The feather d Song fters charia no. wh 41 Us. 

Adieu the Birks of nfiermay ! WIN WEAR 


SONG VI.'A Lo un an han wth 


are. 0 _ 
Laſs that was loaden with Care % 
Sat heavily under a Thors, 1 
Iliſten'd a while for to hear; 5 4 
When thus ſhe 1 for to a r 
H merſy as we tua have Way: SOT F 
&. as we 5 deve an. Po 2 F 4 
02 CTT 
* T think on the Days we baue Jan, <a ry. 


my dear Shepherd, was: cer EPS 
* * did melodiouſiy ing, Tas St 
he cold nipping Winter did 7 . 
Face that re 5 7 uin, 


N — 4 
f * . 8 | 85 
Sr TS. / » * 3 | 
2 | 2 
a 7 - 


| | 


Ws. 25 5 3 L. 4 7 
Or Flocks feeding eloſe by his Sidi 
As he gently preſſed +. re 24rd 82 
„viewed the World in its ride, Seu 
And laugh'd-at the Pomp of Command. 
Ny Dear, he wou'd oft to me 2 4 
What makes you hard-hearted to me; 

Or why go you thus turn away, 
From him who is dying for thee ? 
But now he is far from my Sight, 
| | Perhaps a new Miſtreſs may prove, 
Which makes me lament Day and Night, 
+ That ever I granted him Love. 
At the Eve, when the reſt of the Folk 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 4 
| 1 fat myſelf under his Oak, - | 
| And heavily fighed for him. 

H merry as we twa have been, &. 


SONG vn. Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray. 


| 
| a 6 
'Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
| O 2 are twa bonny Laſſes, 
Ihey bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn-Brae, 
| And theek'd it o'er wi“ Raſhes 
Fair Beſf Bell I loo'd Veſtreen, 
N. 7 — FEneer — alter 3 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een, 
They gar my Fancy falter. 
New Beſß's Hair's like a Lint-Tap; 
She ſmiles like a May Morning, 
When Phabus ſtarts frae Thetis Lap, 
I be Hills with 3 
White is her Neck, fatt is her Hand, 
ler Waſte and Feet's fu genty ; 
Wich ka Grace ſhe can command; 
| Hler Lips, Ovow! they're dainty. 
Mary's Locks are like a Craw 
| or 2 like Diamonds glances: 
She's ay face dean, redd up and braw, 
-* She kills whene'er ſhe dances 
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Blyth as a Kid with Wit at Will 2 Arx . 
ba blooming, tight and call ia = FE: — io j 
And uides her — fae 8 l. | 
ove ! ſhe's like 


ber 10 le N RAJ e e A 
Ye unco fair oven | AAR Ae RE 
Our Fancies jee between you twa 


Ye are fic bonny Laſſes: 

Waes me! for baith 1 canna get, 
To ane by Law we're ſtinted ; 

Then PII army Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented. - 


SONG VIII. The Yell hair'd Ladis. 


N 1 when Primroſes 3 the Plain, 
n 3 3 

The Yellow tate die iftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the — PER 


e 

th Free Evlui Mary - 
He ſung with ſo ſ; #2 and enchanti cng a Guns, 

That Silvans 2 Fairies unſeen * * around. 


The Shepher , Tho) young Maya be fair 
Her Beauty is 2 4 ; a cornfu? Cd tes * Fe 
But Suſie was handſome, ſtveetly could fing, | 
Her Breath like the Breezes perſum d in the e. 
That Madie, in all the gay Bloom of her Touth, 
Like the Moon was inconſtant, and never . Truth : 
But Sufie was faithful, gvod- - humour'd ap free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 


That Manma's fine Daughter, with all her great Dr, 
Was * air 7 "oy nently |; Jaw : 

Then fig e wiſh'd, Parents agree, 
The on > e Suſie his "Miftr might be. 


SONG IX. John Hay Boy Laſſie, 


T ſmooth winding T'ay a Swain was reclining, 
* oh hey! main n 
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and dar | 
agen oh, 
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She's freſb ado g 254 eit as Auro 
Wer Bk ir df of Goat bow. 
Look ae, f and and dah, her rl ft te 


| Phe if for appear bers Feds ber, 2 


e raw ole Ys the bee, 
| ee e e 
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33 I gaze the Foy wounded 5 
Struck Amazs, is confounded : 
T'c all in « Fre, deer Math, 8 
Nr a my Deſire is Hay's bouny Laſſe. 


SONG X. Ann thou wert 1 ay gin; &c. 


F Race divine thou needs muſt, be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
For Heaven's Sake, oh ! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee, 
Ann thou tvert my ain Thirg, 
8 Lap clad 
Ann thou wert m 
" How dearly wad I 7 thee 


The Gods one Thing peculiar have, 

To ruin none whom 2 can ſave; 

071 for we as ſupp port a Slave, 
Who on es hm wor, to "yy thee. 


To Mair l no xy ci make, 


But that I love, and for your Sake, 
What Man can name Pl! undertake, 


-$0 dearly do I love thee, 
An thou wert, & c. 


97: 
M Paffon conſtant as.the Sun, 3 D * 
| —— ſtronger ſtill, will . er he? de, 
Jill Fates my Thred of Life have ſpun, " PM 
Which breathing out, PII love thee, . 
pony > es OE 


BU SONG XI. 75. ½% Tims, Rc. 
l HE laſt Time I came oer the Moor, i 
POW? ' 1 * t I left my Love beh Weg. i. 2 23 +4; i 
Niere Powers! what: Pain'do-Lendure, 1; 4 9 
When ſoft Ideas mind me ? D* Ia TD. y Jong 
Soon as the rudd Mey gourd „ 
The beaming Day enſuin a, „ 
2£ 141 9 2 + ** —a of 
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I met betimes my lovely M 
In fit Retreats for Wong. 
Beneath a cooling Shade we lay, il 
Gazing, and chaſtly {porting 3 
We kiſs'd and promis'd Lime away, TI 
| Till Night ſpread her black Curtain. | 
| I pitied all beneath the Skies, 
NC, Ev'n Kings when ſhe was nigh me; 
In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where Cannons roar, 

Where mortal Steel may wound mez 
caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 7 

Where Dangers may ſurround me: 

Yet hopes again to ſee my Love, 
To feaſt on glowing Kifſes, 

Shall make my Cares at Diſtance move, 
In Proſpect of ſuch Bliſſes. 


In all my Soul there's not one Place, 
To let a Rival enter : 

Since the excels in every Grace | 
In her my Love ſhall center, . 25 5 

Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, | 
Their Waves the Alps ſhall cover, : 

On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, WG 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


2 * 


[1 And that my Faith is (OT 
FE Tho! Fleft her behind me. | 
| Then Hyme»'s ſacred Bands nds (hall chain- . 
| 922 9 e 5 
1% ile m ng does 
My Love mor freſh wal 1 


WONG XI Low in he Cai of te. 


Y a DR G. Ns m a fair Shepherdeſs 
Be ſo kind, O Yo om 1 oftimes: heard he 
* I die, if If he Hs 7 this 3 Ain 
1 Love is the 
alle Shepherds that nk me noo Bean a and Charms, 
© Foo L me, for cold Heart ne 


Vet [V me n let 2 die in his Arms, - 
i3 F Mourning, 
beten, aid the, let me ges 
Down to the Shades below,” ane 1 ar e 
E' re ye let Strephon know ks 9 
2 That I have 8 e 
& That on my pale Cheek no Buſhes will 2 5 
| That Love was the Cauſe of wy Monyning, * 
Her Eyes were ſcare cloſed when Strephon came 
* - Hethou ht ſhe'd been leeping and qa wan drew ni by, 
But But fad ing her breathleſs 1 1 Heavens! did "he ery, 
Y {4 Chloris'! the Cav * 72 | 
Restore me, my Chlores, ymphs'u your Art. 
[ They ſighing, reply'd,, * voùrſelf ſhot the Dart, 
| „ 
1 Ah then 10 el dad, 
'P 
| 


2 es wounded the ten . — 
EEE Chloris w, 
weren 
| -"PlHotlow thee, chatte Mata, 8 
Down t the flent Shade. 


* Then on her cold — Breaſt . 
Hts 5 * | 
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1 SONG All. Katharine I. 
; forth 
Av walking to view the Plain, 7 
it 


1 Sent d hens w 
From! owers which grow fo 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, | 
: o_ Wes. tho? 13 og gie; de 6 
d her Name: Sweet ir a 
15 Name is Lacharins Ogre. 4 23 
* while 1 3 4-4 ih 
ELL typ Thy + ++: +1,../ £0 
Man Air were R 
” In  Coutt neatly : * 
Such natural —. ſhe pl, 4, 


ly 


Like a Lillie in a Bogie 
OT 3 Th vaſes 
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Nn deereed 

For me ſo fine a Creature, 

Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 

All other Works in Nature. 

Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie : 

Pity my Caſe ye Powers above, 

And grant me Ogre, 


SONG XIV. The Buſh abwn, &c. 


ape, and every Swain, 
H. tell om ao, ene me, 5 
th us I languiſh, thus complain, 


Alas! ſhe ne er believes me. | 
oy ows and Sighs, like filent Air, 
0 nheeded never move __ 

At the bonny Buſh aboon 8 
owas there I firſt did lov 


That Day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me slad, 
oo 
ought myſelf the luckie 
$0 ſeetly there to find her. | 
"Ira d to ſooth my am'rous Flame, the | 
In Words that I thought tender; | 
If more there paſs'd, Pm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 

If &er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 

The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sets LIl ay rateable; 

But now her Frowhs * it decay, 
It fades as in December, 


Py 


4 


(13: ) 
Le rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her Partner in my Pains, - 
Wn let — * . 
If not, m ve will turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender, 
Pl! leave the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely Wilds Pil wander. 


SONG Xv. Bun Jean. 


Ove's Goddeſs, in a Myrtle Grove, 
| Said, Cupid, bend thy Bow with Speed, 
| * let the 8 - * * — 8 . 
5 or Feany's haughty Heart mu 
dee The Tien Boy, with divine Art, 
From Paphos ſhot an Arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the Heart, 
And kil'd the Pride of bony Fean, 
No more the Nymph, with haughty Air 
Refuſes Will 2 Kad Added; n g 
Her yielding Bluſhes ſhew no Care, 
But too much Fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the Youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the Green, 
Whilſt every Day he ſpies ſome new. 
Surpriſing Charms in bony Jean. | | 
& Thouſand Tranſports crowd his Breaſt, - 
He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 
His former Sorrows ſeem a Jel 
Now when his Feany is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with Diſdain, | 
The glorious Fields of War look mean ; 
The chearſul Hound and Horn give Pain, 
If abſent from his bony Jean. 
The oy he ſpends in am'rous Gaze, 
Which even in Summer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 
When ſunk in Downs, with glad Amaze, 
He wonders at her in 6 IE 


(' 14! )) A 


x 
. 
- 


W A1l Charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright! 4 
Iban Iliam's Brize, the Spartan Queen, : 
Wich breaking Day, he lifts his Sight, 


And pants to be with bony Jean. | 
SONG XVI. My Deary, if thou die. 


| Ove never more ſhall give me Pain, 
It . My Fancy's fix'd on thee; 
for ever Maid my Hear? ſhall gain, 

My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
1 hy Love ſo true to me- 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My Deary, if thou die. ; 
If Fate ſhalt tear thee from my Breaſt, 
| How ſhall I lonely ftay ? 
In dreary Dreams the Night PIl waſte, 

In Sighs the ſilent Day, 
I neer can ſo much Virtue find, 

Nor ſuch Perfection ſee : 

I hen I'1! renounce all Woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee! _ I 
No new blown Beauty fires my Heart 

With Cupids raving Rage, 

But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart, 
Muſt all the World engage. 

*] was this that like the Morning Sun 

Gave Joy and Life to me; 

And when it's deſtin'd Day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 

Ye Powers that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in it's Pleaſures ſhare ; | 

You who it's faithful Flames approve, 

With Pity view the Fair. 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 
Im loſt, it Peggy die. . 


'( 45 4) 
SONG XVII. Bom Chriſty. 
| HP% ſwe-tly ſmells the Simmer Green! 

a 


Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry; 
inting and Order pleaſe our Een, 
And Claret makes us merry: | 
But fineſt Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 
And Wine, tho? I be thirſty, 
Loſe a' their Charms and weaker Powers 
Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty, 


When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry Park, 
No nat'ral Beauty wanting, 
How 1 1 is't to hear the Lark, * 
And Birds in Concert chanting ? 
But if my Chriſty tunes her Voice, 
I'm rapt in Aden den 3 
My Thoughts with Extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale Creation, 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance, , 
I take the happy Omen, CE 

And often mint to make d vance, / 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a Woman: 

But, dubious of my ain Deſert, 
My Sentiments I ſmother 3 

With ſecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 

For fear ſhe love another.. 


Thus fang blate Edie by a Burn, 
His Chriſty did o' er- hear him: 
She doughtna let her Lover mourn, 
But &er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which leſt nae Room to doubt her; 
He wiſely this nice Minute took, 
And flang his Arms about her, 
My Chriſty ! — wirneſs, bony Stream, 
Sic Joys frae Tears artfing, 
I wiſh this may na be a Dream; 
O Love the mailt * 
2 


{ 8.) 
Time was too precious now for Tauk ; 
| This Point of a“ his Wiſhes, ] 
He wadna with ſet Speeches bauk, 
But war'd it a' on Kiſſes. | | 


SONG XVIII. Oer the Hills and, &c. 
| | 3” with Feuny fair 


t be the Dawning of the Days 
But Focky now is fu? of Care, 
Since Jenny flaw his Heart away: 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake? unkind ; 
Which pars poor Focky aften rue 
That he &er loo'd a fickle Mind. 
And it's o'er the Hills and far away, 
It's o'er the Hills and far away, 
It's o'er the Hills and far away, 
The Wind bas blawn my Plaid away, - 


Now Focky was a bony Lad, 
As &er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor Man, he's e'en gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 
Young Focky was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love when he was young ? 
But a' the Springs that he could play, 
Was oer the Hills and far away. | 
And it's ver the Hills, &c. 
He ſung — When firſt my Jenm's Face 
I __ ſhe ſeem'd fae fu? of Grace, q 8 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now alas! with Sorrow killd, 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
' wad put an End to my Deſpair. 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the Winter-Wind. 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


Ah! cow'd ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 
That for her Sake I undergae, 
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4 (C17) 
She cou'd nae chuſe but grant Relief, 

And put an End to a“ my Grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as fauſe as lair, 

Which cauſes a? my Sighs and Care 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Diſdain, 
And takes a Pl-aſure in my Pain, 

And it's ver the Hills, &c. 


Hard was my Hap, to fa' in Love, 

With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove, 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 

That has my conſtant Heart betray'd. \ 
A thouſand 1 imes to me ſhe ſware, 

She wad be true for evermair; 
But, to my Grief, alake, I ſay, 

She ſtaw my Heart and ran away, 

And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 


Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 
I maun go wander for her Sake, 
And, in 11k Wood and gloomy Grove, 
Pl fighing ſing, adieu to Love, 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom TI adore, 
PlI never truſt a Woman more; 
Frae all their Charms Ul! flee away, 3 
And on my Pipe Þll 1 play, - 
O'er Hills and Dal-s, and far away, 
Out o'er the Hills and far away, 
Out o'er the Hills and far away, 
The Wind has blows my Plaid away. 
SONG XIX. Aran-WarTeR, Or, 
My Love Annie's very bonny. 
T 7 Hat Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat? 
What Verſe be found to praiſe wy Aunie? 
On her Ten Thouſand Graces wait | 
Each Swain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy Plain, 
She ſet each youthful Heart on fire; 
Each Nymph does to her Swain complain, 
That Annie kindles new Deſire. 
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T his lovely Darling deareſt Care, | 

This new Delight, this charming Aunie, 
Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 

When Fbra's fragrant Breezes fan ye. 
All Day the am'rous Youths conveen, 

Jo ous they ſport and play before her; 
All Night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 

Sal Dreams they ſtill adore her. 


Among the Crowd Amyntor came, | 
He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Aunie; 
His riſing Sighs expreſs his Flame, | 
His Words were few, his Wiſhes many. 
With Smiles the lovely Maid reply'd, \ 
Kind : hepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye? 
Alas! your Love muſt be deny'd, 
I his deſtin'd Breait can neer relieve ye. 


| Young Damon came with Cupid's Art, 


His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling, 
He ſtole away my Virgin Heart ; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter Beauty you may find, 

On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many; 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 

And leave to Damm his own Annie. 


SONG XX. Lochaber no more. 


Feder to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 


Where heartſome wi' thee I've mony Day been; 

For Fochaber nae mair, Lochaber nae mair, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber nae mair. 
1h. fe Tears that I ſhed, they are a'“ for my Dear, 
And nae for the Dangers attending on Weir, 
Tho? bore on rough & as to a far diſtant Shore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 

Tho! Hurricanes riſe, and rife ery Wind, 
They'll ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my Mind, 
Tho? loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 


That's naething like leaving my Love on the Shore, 


(19 ) 1 
To leave thee behind me, my Heart is fair pain'd, 
By Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame can be gain'd ; 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave, 


Then Glory, my Feany, maun plead my Excuſe ; 
since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe > 
Without it I ne'r can have Merit for thee, 

And without thy Favour I'd better not be! 

I gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 

#11 bring a Heart to thee with Love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more, 


SONG XXI. The Brom, 


Ow blyth ilk Morn was I to ſee 
a The Swain come o'er the Hill! 
He skipt the Burn, and flew to me: 
I met him with good Will. 

O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows; 

T wiſh I were with my dear Swain, 

With his Pipe and my Ews, 


I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
While his Flock near me lay : 
0 He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me all the Day. 
O the Broom, &c, 
He tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſae ſweet, 
The Burds ſtood liſt'ning by: 
bar Een the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz d, 
; Charm'd with his Melody, 
y 0 the Broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our Time by Turns, 


Betwixt our Flocks and Play: 
Lind, I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
r, Tho ne'er ſo rich and gay. 
hore. . 0 the Broom, &c. 


(20 
Hard Fate that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
uſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
1 hat ever yet was born, 
D O the Broom, &c. | 
He did oblige me ev'ry Hour 
Cou'd 1 but faithfu* be; 
He ſtaw my Heart: Cou'd I refuſe 
| Whate'er he ask'd of me? 
O the Broom, &c. 
My Doggie, and my little Kit 
That held my wee Soup Whey, 
My Plaidy, Broach, and crooked Stick, 
ay now lye uſeleſs by, 
* 0 the Broom, GC. 
Adieu, ye Cotodenlnotus, adieu, 
Farewel a' Pleaſures there; 
Ye Gods reſtore to me my Swain, 
e or * HET" 
room, the bonny | 
The Broom of Tas: 
I wiſh I were with my dear Swain, 
With bis Pipe and my Etos. 


SONG XXII. The Highland Laddie. 


HE Lawland Lads think they are fine g 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ! 
How much unlike that gracefu? Mein, 
And manly Looks of my - 4 9 Ladie? 
O my bonny bonny Highland Ladie, 
M * charming Higbland Ladie; 
| Heaven flill guard, and Love reward - 
Our Lawland Laſs and ber Highland Ladie, 


If I were free at Will to chuſe | 

| To be the wealthieſt Lawland Ladie, 

T take young Donald without Trews, 
With Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy. 

| _ 0 my bunny, &ec. 


( 21 ) 
The braveſt Beau in Borrows-Town, 
In a? his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a Clown; 
He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy. 
0 my bonny, &c, 
Or Benty Hill with him Pl run, 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady. 
Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
A painted Room, and Silken Bed, 
May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady s 
But I can kiſs and be as glad 
Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. 
Few Complements between us paſs, 
I ca* him my Dear Highland Ladie, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy. | 
O my bonny, &c. j 
Nae greater Joy PII &er pretend, 
1han that his Love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While Heaven preſerves wy Highland Ladie, 
e. 0 my bonny, &c. : | 
| SONG XXIII. Polwart on the Green. 


T Polwart, on the Green, 
L meet me the Morn, 
W here 


es do convene 
To dance about the Thorn, 
A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet, 
Frae her who likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad compleat 
The Lad and Lover you, 
Let dorty Dames ſay Na, 
As lang as &er they pleaſe, 


Seem caulder than the Sna', 
While inwardly they bleez; 


7 
But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the Captive kind. 
That langs na to be free. 
At Polwart on the Green, 
Amang the new mawn Hay, 
With Sangs and Dancing keen, 
Welk? 25 1 — 18, 
At Ni Beds be o'er thrang 
And thou be twin'd of — 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my | 
To taks à Part of mine, 


Waly, walz up the Bank, 
And waly, waly down the Brae, 
And waly, waly yon Burn-Side, 


Where I and my Loye wont to gae. 


I lean'd my Back unto an Aik, 
I thought it was a truſty Tree, 


But firſt it bow'd and ſyne it brake, 


_ Sae my true Love did lightly me. 
O wherefore ſhou'd I buck: my Head, - 
Or whereſore ſhould I kame my Hair ? 
For my true Love has me forſak'n, 
And ſays he'Il never love me mair. 
O waly, waly, but Love be bonny, 
A little Tue while it is new, . 
4 But when tis auld it waxeth cauld, 


And fades away like the Morning Dew, 


Now Arthur-Soag {hall be my Bed, 


The sheets ſhall ne'er be fil'd by me, 
St AntÞny's Wall ſhall be my Drink, 
Since my true Love's forſaken me. 


Mati mas Wind when wilt thou blaw 


And {ſhake the green Leaves aff the Tree ! 
O gentle Death, when wilt thou come ?.- 
Foto my Liſe I ani weary, O teh, wal, Gee. 


bo Lab 
SONG XXIV. Hay, Wah, be. 


— 


| 


( 23) 
Tie not the Froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing Snaw's Inclemency ; . 
Tis not fic Cauld that makes me cry, 
But my Love's Heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by Glaſgow Town, 
We were a COM gan to ſees 
My Love was clad in Black Velvet, 1 
And I my ſelf in Cramaſie. O wah, waly, &c. 


But had I wiſt before I kiſs'd, 

That Love had been ſae ill to win, 
I'd lock'd my Heart in a Cafe of Gowd, _ . 
And pin'd it with a Siller Pin. 2 
Oh! oh ! if my young Babe was born, 

And ſet upon the Nurſe's Knee, 
And I myſell were dead and gane, 


For a Maid again Pll never be. O wah, wah, & 


SONG XXV. Nanny-O. | 


Hile ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Health, 
"I 'wixt Lais and the Bagnio, Es 
Il fave myſelf, and without Stealth, 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny—0, _ 
She bids moce fair t engage a Fove 
Than Leda did for Danae—0: 
Were I to paint the 9 of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny—0, 
How joyfully my Spirits riſe, | 
When Dancing ſhe moves finely—O, 
I gueſs what Heaven is by her Eyes, 
hich ſparkle ſo divinely—0. | 
Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breath in the bleſt Britanma, ._ * 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, 
As long's ye grant me Nanny—0, .' - 
Ca on, My bony, bonm Nanny—O-> .* | 
| My boeh 9 2 
I care'not tho the World know © 
How dearly I love Nanny -O. 


4 


| 


(24). 


HE Collier has a Daughter 
And O ſhe's wonder nny, 
A Laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in Lands and Money: 


| The Tutors watch'd the Motion 


Of this young honeſt Lover : 
But Love is like the Ocean; 
Wha can its Depth diſcover ! 


He had the Art to pleaſe 05 
And was by a reſpect 

His Airs ſat round him 7 
Genteel, but unaffeed. 

The Collier's bonny Laſſie 
Fair as the new blown Lillie, 


Ay ſweet, and never 

Secur d' the Heart os W. 

He lov'd beyond Expreſſion ' 
The Charms that were about her, 


And panted for Poſſeſſion, 
His Life was dull without her, 


. After mature Reſolving, 


Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her, 
In ſafeſt Flames diſſolving. 
He tenderly thus tell'd her, 


My bonny Collier's Daughter, * 
Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 

ITis no your ſcanty Tocher 

Shall ever Gen me loſe ye: 

For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love fays, *tis my Duty 

To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 


SONG XXVII. Eterick Banks. 
MI HEN firſt theſe blooming Charms I 'ſpied, 

hat ſmilin on Anne's Face, 

Her Hair without we Ivf 

Her Shape, her Mein, and every Grace 


Pride, 


SONG XXVI. The Culler's bon, de. 


( 25 ) 
c. My Heart and every Pulſe beat 
2 N In Hurry all my Spirits — 
I felt new Motions in my B 
The more I gaz'd, the more I lov'd ! 


But when her Mirth, and lively Senſe, 

With Pleaſure I attentive heard, 

= — 1 MN a 

n every 1 hought and Wor -/ ! 

Thoſe lovely Beauties of her Mind, 
A noble laſting Joy im 

Excite a Paſſion more refinꝰ 
And doubly captivate my Heart, | 


When Annie 's Preſence I enjoy, 

A pleaſant Warmth within me gl 
No cloudy Cares my Bleſs annoy, 

My Soul with Love and Joy o'erflows! 
So when the glorious God of Day 

Diſpels the gloomy Shades of Night, 
Nature reviving, all looks gay 

And welcomes the returning Light! | 


Oh would my Charmer make me bleſt, 
And yield to eaſe her Lover's Pain, 
Fears all gone, my Soul at reſt, _ 
hen Love and Joy ſhould ever reigns 
Each gentle Hour, with freſh Delight, 


Wad paſs away in mutual Love 83 
In Peace we'd ſpend the Day and Night, | 
And emulate the Bleſt above ! . 5 


SONG XXVII. gar rub her, R. 
P IN ye meet a bony Laſſe, - 1041 32, 4 
Gi'e her a Kiſs, and let her gae, 

But if you meet a dirty Huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 


1 Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 
ed, Of ilka Joy; when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, - 
And lay ye twafald our a Rung. 


(026) 
sweet Youth's a blyth and heurtſome Times 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while tis May, 
| Gae nd the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decay. | h 
Watch the ſaſt Minutes of Delyte, | 
| When Fenny ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the Wyte 
On you, it the ony Skaith. 
Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
 Ye!ll worry me, ye greedy Rook ; 
*Syne frae your Arms ſhe11 rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook. 


Her Laugh will lead you to the Place 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your Face, 

Nineteen Na-fays are Haff a Grant. 

Now to her heaving Boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs; 

Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 
As Taiken of a future Bliſs. 


Theſe Benniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant: 
Then ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whinning Cant. 


SON G XXIX. Corn Rigs are bony. 


| Y Patie is a Lover gay, 
His Mind is never muddy ; 
is Breath is ſweeter than new Hay, 
His Face is fair and ruddy. 
His Shape is handſome, middle Size; 
_. He's ſtately in his Wawking 3 | 
The Shining of his Een ſurpriſe; 
*Tis Heaven to hear him Tawking, 
' Taft Night I met him on a Bawk, 
Where yellow Corn was growing, 
many a kindly Word he ſpake, 


G'd, and 1 mins, 
He kiss d, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
oa ates, 
That gars me like to ſing fin 
0b. Rigs are bony. * 
Let Maidens of a filly Mind 1 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting s 
Then P11 comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my Cockernany, 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where Cn Rigs are bony. 


so G XXX. Blink ever the Burn, - 


Eave Kindred and Friends, ſweet Betty, 
Leave Kindred and Friends for me ; 

Aſſur'd thy Servant is ſteddy 

To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 
The * of _ and ee 

May fly, by Chance, as they came; 
They're Grounds the Deſtinies ſport on, 

But Virtue is ever the ſame. | 


Altho' my F were roving, 
Thy Charms ſo heav'aly appear, 
That other Beauties diſproving, 
I'd worſhip thine only, my Dear, 
And ſhau'd Life's Sorrows embitter 
Ihe Pleaſure we promis'd our Loves, 
To ſhare them tagether is fitter, 
han moan aſunder, like Doves, 
Oh! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 
To graſp my Love in my Arms! 
By thee to be graſp'd ! and kiſſed! 
And live on thy Heaven of Charms! 
I'd laugh at Fortunc's Caprices, 
Show'd Fortune capricious prove; 
Tho Death ſhowd tear me to Pieces, 
I'd die a Martyr to * 0 
| 2 


IT. 
SONG XXXI. The yellno hair d Ladis. 


E Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plain, 
V way from 7 and attend to 9233 T 
your Number a Lover ſo true, nn 

Be e u fe Bei i, View, 


In 
Was ever a bs, ſo bard-hearted as mine? 
| 1 and (he ſees how 1 pine, SO 
| She does not diſdain me, nor frown in ber Vr t 
But calmly Pu. 7 mildly reſigns me to Death. * 
She calls me ber Friend, but her Lover denies : u 
ihe e ſmiles toben I'm chearful, but bears not my Sighs. 
os ſo Minty, ſo gents, an Air, mY 
+ ater and yet bids me deſpair ! 
J fall at her Feet and inire bor ith Ts 
Her Anſwer confoun Manner endears; N 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips bleſs ber in ſpite of my Grief. A 
By Nig 22 I. ſlumber e e v 


THY) Anguiſh, and 4 5 Fair ; 
be Fair ; na, in Peace, 2. do ſo! | T 
And a when dreaming imagine my es 


' axe at a Diſtance, nor farther 
N . ſhow'd love, — 5 —— 


H aſh all t i ol 9 be ons 
Co” ys Falf to the mi 


SONG XXXII. * ag young Laird, &c. 


1 OW wat ye wha I met Yeſtreen, - 
| YN Coming down the Street, my Jos | 

y Miſtreſs in her Tartan Screen, | | Gy 
F ow bony, braw and ſweet, my ſo. 
8 Dear, quoth I. Thanks to the Night, 

hat never whiſht a Lover ill, 

Since ye're out of your Mither's 18 

Let's take a Wauk up to the 


<a (29 ) 
O Katy, wiltu gang wi' | 5 
And leave the Tae Bhat a while ; 
The Bloſſom's ſprouting frae the Tree, 
And a' the Summer's gawn to ſmile - 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, , 
- The bleating Lambs and whiſtling Hynd, 
In ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 
Will nouriſh Health and glad ye'r Mind. 


Soon as the clear Goodman of Day _ 
. Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, 
We'll gae to ſome Burn-Side and play, 
And gather Flowers to busk ye'r Brow. 
We'll pou the Daiſies on the Green, 
The lucken Gowans frae the — 
Between Hands now and then we'll lean, 


And ſport upo? the Velvet Fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant Glen, 
A wee Picce frae my Father's Tower, 
A canny ſaſt and flow'ry Den, 
Which circling Birks have form'd a Bower : 
Whene'er the Sun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler Shade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 
SONG XXXUI. Katy's Arier. 
Y Minny's ay o'er me, 1 


Tho ſhe did the fame 
I canna get Leave 
To look to my Love, | 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 
Right fain wad I take yer Offer 
Sweet Sir, but PN tine af Tocher; 
Then, Sandy, yell fret, | 
And wyte peer poor Kate, | 7. 
Wheneer ye keek in your Toom Coſſer. 


For th Fathe Pl 
of Ger Fl ig Dany, 


beſore Me z 


Io twin wi' his Gear z 
And ſae we had Need. to be tenty. 
Tutor my Parents wi' Caution, 
Be wylie in ilka Motion ; 
Brag well d ye'r Land, 
And there's my leal Hand, 
Win them, III be at your Devotion. 


SONG XXXIV. Take your auld Cloak, &c. 


And Froſt an Snaw on ilka Hill, 
And Boreas, with his Blafts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our Ky to kill: 
Then Bell my Wife, wha loves nae Strife, 
She ſaid to me right haftily, 
Get up, Goodman, ſave Cromy's Life, 
And tak your auld Cloak about ye. 
My Cromie is on uſeful Cow, | 
And ſhe is come of a good Kyne ; 
Aft has ſhe wet the Bairn's Mow, 
| And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne ; 
Set up, Goodman, it is fou Time, 
The Sun ſhines in the Lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a rncions End, 
Go tak your auld Cloak about ye. 


My Cloak was anes a good gray Cloak, 

| When it was fitting. for my Wear; 

| But now it's ſcantly worth a Groat, 

For I have worn't this Thirty Year; 

Let's ſpend the Gear that we have won, 

it We little ken the Day we die: 

I Then ll be proud, fince I have ſworn 

i Ta have a new Cloak about me. - 

In Days when our King Robert rang, 

His Trews they coſt but Half a Crown; 
He faid they were a Groat o'er dear, 

And call'd the Taylor Thief and Loun, 


1. Winter when the Rain rain'd cauld, 


( 31 ) 
He was the King that wore a Crown, 4 
And thou the Man of laigh Degree, 
Tis Pri je puts a' the Country down, _ 
Sae take thy auld Cloak about thee. 
Every Land has its ain Laugh | 
Ilk Kind of Corn it has its Hool, 
1 think the World is a' run Wrangs 
When ilka Wife her Man wad rule; 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jeck, and Hab 
: As they are girded gavantlys 
While I fit hurklen in the A 
I'll have a new Cloak about me. 
Goodman I wate 'tis Thirty Years, 
Since we did ane anither ken ; 
And we have had, between us twa, 
Ot Lads and bony Laſſes ten: 
Now they are Women grown and Men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And it you prove a 1 Husband, 
Ee'n take your auld Cloak about ye. 
Bell my Wife, ſhe loves na Strife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy Life, 
I aft maun yield tho I'm Goodman ; 
Nought's to be won at Woman's Hand, a 
Unleſs you give her a' the Plea 5 
Then T'il leave aff where I began, 
And take my auld Cloak about me, 


SONG XXXV. The Mill, Mil O. 


Eneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid, 
Was _—_ ſound and ſtill — O; rf 
' lowan wi; Love, my Oey did rove f 
Around her with good Wil 0: —ö-vu1z 
er Boſom I preſt; but, ſunk in her Reft, - * - 
© She ſtirdna my Joy to ſpill — O: 

While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, ; 

And kiſed, and Kid her my Fill —— ©, 1 


, 
. 
» 


WS 


My 126 Ice 2 ED d the Stool, 
IKe A mount 
Nor End wha had done her the Ill O. 


I ferlying ſpeer 


Wh the Tear in "in er ge quot the ſhe, let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can. te 


And bad her a' Fears expel — 
And nae mair look wan, for I was as the © Man 
Wha had done her the Deed my fell — ©, 


M bony ſweet — on * 8⁰ ana 
— the Shillin 4 


171 did Offence, I'ſe Take e Amends 
Before I leave P. ill — O. 
O the Mill, Mill — O, — the Kill, Kill — O, 
And the Ggging ng of the Wheel ——— 0; 
| The, Sack and the Steve, a ef a7 


[ Right Cynthia's Power divinely great, 
B i % ral is not — 
| Fax Cupid's on her wait, : 
N In ber yes are ying. - . 19 ; 
| She ſeems the Queen of "a torr 
| fo the alone b. n 
weets as n 
The Guſt of all the Benſes. 
t Face a charming. Proſpe t bri 
151 Breath — Kr Kiſſes; 25 | 
I hear an Angel when ſhe Hage, Ye 
And taſte a Heaven af Bliſfes. 


Twa Years row t me Hame any where 1 10 raiſing 


| Mair fond of her wth Son in her Arms, 
ai 18 y 2 Frag, 


Love gave the Command, I took ber * the Hand, 


SONG XXXVI. Tixed my Fanty on ber. 


d 6 


Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Joy, 


SONG XXXVII. Dumbarton's Drums, 


My Love is a handſome Ladie — O, 


a 


From Nature's richeſt Treaſure : 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 


Umbarton's Drums beat bony — O, 
They mind me of my Dear Jenny — O, 
How happy then am I, 
When my Soldier is 72 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie O 


Tis a Soldier alone can delight me = O, 
For his graceſu' Looks do invite me -O: 
White guarded in his Arms, | 
Il fear no Warms Alarms, | 
Neither Danger nor Death ſhall e er fright me 


Genteel, but neer foppiſh nor gaudy — O: 
Tho“ Commiſſions are dear. 
Yet LU buy him one this Year, 

For he ſhall ſer ve no longer a Cadie — O. 


A Soldier has Honour and Bravery — O, | 
Unacquainted with Rogaes and their Knavery -O: 
He minds no other T hing, * 

| But the Ladies or the K ing; 
For every other Care is but Slavery O. 


Then Tl be the Cy _ O, ESL 
Farewel to my Friends and m —O0; © 
I'll wait no more at Home, 
But I't follow with the Drum, 


And whenever that beats Ill be ready — O. 
Dumb arton's Drums ſound bony — O, | 
They are ſprightly like my Dear fohnny O0: 
How happy ſhall I be, | 
When on my Soldier's Knee, Ts 


| es Mi oy te 
— ineliue 

SL ad 
1 926 f 2. rorge reward it, 
| Me Poe o Mev Bit Moc, 
yields to what . is ſweet aud bay 3 


| n 
# mbar} „ 


— 


ves beguile *. 


ET 
aA and 'T wiſh, a 
i white it ; 

0 Th * ee 


nile thee, 


Thumb Tl neer 


0. 2 1 a. e g. 8 


SON GNR. The du Scot. 
. Boat Aden. 


*. gently ww wave "Lol 
nd et 
: or ng — 8 


= 


* 


ngs, 


net 7 this 2 
hile Parents rate 
A. large Eftate, 
re u fal ver. 


, be, 


Rene my bony Set Mam, 
Wae worth the Man 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe 142 F 
1 oy 29 5 
we rt to uſe - 
While Strangers to ite Paſſion. 
Frae Foreign Fi 1 — Youth, 
Ws thy lo longing Ll bawmy Mouth, 
o pants 4 wmy 
And in her Boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gies the Wo 
Then haſte on 
Fair Winds —_— tenty Boar-Man, 


Frae 3 — , 
My blyth, my bony Scot — Man. 


SONG XL. Colin and Grify parting... ting... 
Ves my Heart that we ſhould funder. _ 


Ith broken W and down-caft Eyes, 

4g Poor — — tender 3 

n rting with his 

Ah! 2 — my Heart 3 ſhould funder.. 
To others I am cold as Snow, 

But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinders | IS 
From thee with Pain I'm forc'd co r | 

It breaks my Heart oo we 


_ —— thy Ch cannot range 
Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder * 
Nor? Time nor Place e ſha ever chan 


My Vows, tho' we're oblig'd to — 
The Image of raceful Air 
8 which invites our Wonder, 


Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, 
Shall ſill be-preſent, tho' we ſander. 


) 


Then ſeal a Promiſe with a Kiſs, 
Always to love me, tho? we ſunder. 


Ye Gods, take Care of my dear Laſs, . 
That as I leave her I may find her: 

When that bleſt Time ſhall come to paſs, 

We'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


Sayin by Go fe, for your Courteſie, 
ill you lodge a filly poor Man ? 
The Night was cald, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat ; 
My Daughter's Shoulder he 'gan to clap, 
And cadgily ran ted and fang. 
O vow ! quo” he, were I as free, 
As firſt when I faw this Coun A 
How blyth and merry wad I be ! 
* — wad * ng ng. 
e grew cany, and ſhe grew fain ; 
Bur little did her auld Minny ken 4 
What thir flee Twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſae thrang, 


As &er Crown of my Dady's Hat, 

{Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 

And awa' wi' me ſhou'd gang. | 
And O! quoth ſhey'ann I were as white, 
As &er the Sngw lay on the Dike, 

I'd clead me braw, and Lady like, 

And awa' with thee Pd gang. 
Between the twa was made a Plot; 
They = a wee before the Cock, 

And wylily they ſhot the Lock, 

And faft to the Bent are they gane, 


ne 


Door Nymph believ e thy Swain in 6 
"5 You'l ne'er engage a Heart da, Ader * 


SONG XLI. The Gaberlunzie-Man. 


HE pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 
Wi' — Good Eens and Days to me, 
i 


And O! quo he, ann ye were as black, 


. 

Up on the Morn the auld Wife araiſe, 

And at her Leiſure pat on her Claiſe 

Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeer for the filly poor Man. 


She gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her Hands, cry'd, Waladay, 
For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kilſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 
I have lodg'd a leal poor Man. 


Since nathing's awa, as we can learn, 
The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 


Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, and weken my Bairn, . 


And bid her come quickly ben. 
The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets was cauld, ſhe was away,” 
And faſt to her Goodwite can fay 

Shes aff with the Gaberlunzie-Man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 

And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 

For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 

The wearifu' Gaberlunzie-Man. 

Some rade upo' Horſe, ſome ran a Fit, 

The Wife was wood, and out o' her Wit: 

She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe ſit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd ard ſhe band. 


Mean Time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
Fw ſnug in a Glen, where nane Ccou'd fee, 
The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee” 
Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang 
The Priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo her for ay, he ga'e her his Aith. 
Quo' ſhe, to leave thee I will deflaithy 
My winſome Gaverlunzie Man. On 


E 


| ( 38 :) 
O kend my Minny I were wi' you, 
Ilifardly wad ſhe crook her Mou, 
Se a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 
After the Gaberlunzie-Man. 
My Dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha' na learn'd the Beggars Y ongue, 
To follow me frae Town to Town, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


WY Cauk and Keel PI! win your Bread, 
And Spindles and Whorles for them wha need, 
' Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 
To carry the Gaberlunzie - O 
Pll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, 
And draw a black Clout o'er my Eye, 
A Cripple or blind they will ca? me, 
While we ſhall be merry, and ſing, 


SONG XLIL. The Widnw. 


r Widow can bake, and the Widow can brew» 
„ 1 The Widow can ſhape, and the Widow can 
And mony braw Things the Widow can do; [ſew, | 
Then have at the Widow; my Ladie, 

With Courage attack her baith early and late, 
Io kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt Gate 
To win a young Widow, my Ladie. N 

The Widow ſhe's youthſu', and never a Hair, 
The war of her Wearing, and has a good Skair 
Of every Thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich Jointure, my Ladie. 
What cou'd ye wiſh better your Pleaſure to crown, 
Than a Widow, the bonieſt Toaſt in the Town, 
With naithing. but draw in your Stool and fit down, 
And ſport with the Widow, my Ladie ? | 


Then tilVer and kill'er with Courteſie dead, 
Tbo' ſtark Love and Kindneſs be all ye can plead ; 
Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed, 

With a bony gay Widow, my Ladie. 1 


mn 


yn, 


| l 


— 


„ 9 
Strike Iron while dds bet if ye'd have it to wald, 
For Fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the Woer that's thowlefs and cauld, 
Unfit for the Widow, my Ladie. 


SONG XLIII. Love inviting Reaſn. 


Chami ma chattle, ne duce skar mi. 
Hen innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crown, 
Upon a green Meadow, under a Tree, 
E're Annie became a fine Lady in 1 own, 
How lovely and loving and bony was ſhe ? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, 'my beautifu' Annie, | 
Let ne'er a new Whim ding my Fancy a- ie: 
O!] as thou art bony be faithfu' and cany, * 
Ang favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee, 


Does the Death of a Lintwhite give ume the Spleen? 
Can tyning of Trifles be uneaſy to thee 5 [Een 
Can Lap-Dogs and Monkies draw Tears ſrae theſe 
That look with Indifference on poor dying mes 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu? Aunie, | 

And dinna prefer a Paroquet to me; 
O! as thou art bony, be prudent and cany, 1 
And think on thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Ah! ſhou'd a new Manto or Flanders Lace Head, 
Or yet a wee Cottie, tho? never ſae fine, 

Gar thee grow forgetfw, and let his Heart bleed, 
Thar anes had ſome Hope of purchaſing thine? 

Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Aue, 
And dinna preſer yeer Fleegeri-s to me; 

O! as thou art bony be ſolid and cany,' - © 
And tent a true Lover that doats upon thee, - 


Shall a Paris Edition of gh, Sauy, 
Tho! gilt oer wi! Laces and Fringes he be, 

By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at theſe Beniſons promis'd to me ? 

Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' An,, 
And neve prefer a light Dancer to me; 

O! as thou art bony be conſtant and cany, 
Love only thy Jamie En doats upon thee. 

2 f 


8 
_— k 
« \ n 
14 A 
pa Fs a. LI de Md * 
7 
” 


—— 


| 


ra com: your Doghter's Love to win, 


— 


| ( 40 ) i 
O! think, my dear Charmer, on ilka ſweet Hour, 
That ſlade away faftly between thee and me, 
E're Squirrels, or Beaus, or Foppery had Power 
| To rival my Love and impoſe upon thee, 
F Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu? Ame, 

And let thy D-fires be a? center'd in me; 
Oh! as chou art bony be faithfu' and cany, 

And love him wha's longing to center in thee, 


| SONG XLIV, Muirland Willie, 
How and I will tell you how 
0 


% 


Young muirland Wille came to woo. 
' he could neither ſay nor do; 
The Truth I tell to you. | 
But ay he cries, whate'er betide; i 
| Maggy Ie ha'e her to be my Bride, Vith a fal, & e. 
Qn his gray Yade as he did ride, | 
| With Durk and Piſtol by his Side 
He prick'd her on wi* meikle Pride, 
6 Wy meikle Mirth and Glee, _. 
Out o'er yon Moſs, out'o'er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Dady's Door. With a fal, &c. 
Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, ys 


I care-no for making meikle Din 1 
"What Anſwer gi ye me ? N 
ENow Woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
E ie ye Loghter's Love to win. With a fal &c. 
Now, Woer, fin ye afe lighted down, 
Where do you win, or in what Town? 
think my Dozhter winna gloom 
Oa ſie a Lad as ye. IE 
Fl he Woer he ſtep'd up in the Houſe, 
Rad wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, With, &c. 
I have thre: Owſen in a Plough, 25 
ua good ga'en Yads, and Gear enough, 
he Place they ca' it Cadenergh ; 
| I Torn to tell a Lie: 


- * , 


1 


1 

Beſides, I had frae the = Laird, 
A Peat-Pat and a lang Kail Yard, With a fal, &c. 

The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the — in a' the Town; 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 

The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, 
And gript her hard about the Waſte, With a ſal, &c. 


To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough-o' Gear; 
And for my ſell ye need na fear, | 
Troth try me whan ye like. | 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and he pr'd her Mou”, Vith, &c. 
The Maiden bluſht and bing'd fu law, | 
She had na Will to fay him nae, 
But to her Dady ſhe left it a 
As they twa cou'd agree. | 
The Lover he ga'e her the tither Kiſs, | 
Syne ran to her Dady and tell'd him this, With, &c. 
Your Doghter wad na ſay me na, | ; 
But to your ſell ſhe has left it a', 
As we cou'd gree between us twa 3 
Say what'll ye gi' me wr her? 
Now, Woer, quo? he, I hae na meikle, i 
But fic's I ha'e ye's get a Pickle, With a fal, &c. 
A Kilfu' of Corn Pl gi'e to thee, 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free: 
Troth I dow do na mair. * 
Content, quo he, a Bargain bet, 15 
I'm far frae Hame, make Haſte let's do»t, With, &. : 
The Bridal — it came to past. 
Wi' mony a blythſome Lad and Laſs; * 
But ſicken a Day there never was, 70 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen. | 
This winſome couple ftraked Hands, | | 


Meſs Jobn ty'd up the 3 Bands, With, &c. 


i 


Wet i Tap-Knots, Lug-Knots, a“ in blew, | | 
Fr r 


3 


And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 


ae Pcs to 1 ae they were braw new, 


blinkit bonnilie. 


Their T ays and Mutches were ſae clean 


They glanced in our Lads's Een, With a Ta &c, 
Sic Hirdum, Dirdum, and ſic Din, 


. Wo he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The Minftrels th. did never blin, 


Wy meikle Mi. and Glee. 
And ay they bobit, a. ay they beck“, 
And ay their Wames tod ether met, With a fal, &c. 


"SONG XLV. The Highland Laſſie. 


HE Lawland Maids gang trig, and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawſy 5 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 
| 2 Lange good humour'd Highland Laſſie. 
rn La 
2 junk ing Highland Laſſie, 
a never. Care er. thee leſs fat, 
Fut Bias of Touth Hill bleſs my Laff. 


3 Phan ony Laſs in Burrows-Town, 


Wha mak their Cheeks with Patches motie, 
Pa tak my Katie but a Gown, 
Bare-footed in her little Coatie. 0 my bony, &e. 


| | * Beneath the Brier or Brecken Buſh, 


When &er I kiſs and court m Dautie ; 


4 "Ip and blyth as ane wad wi 


flighteren Heart gangs pitty patty, 0 my, e. 


G higheſt H Heathey Hills I'll ſtenn 
cockit Gun and Ratches ter ty, 


= To 22 the Dear out of their Den, 


To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. "O-my bony, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare by Deed or Word 
'Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, 


While I can weild my truſty Sword, 
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Or trae my Side whisk out a Whinger, 0 my, &c, 


; ai ( 43 ) 
The Mountains clad with Purple Bloom, | 
f And Berries ripe, invite my Treaſure . 


To range with me; let great Fowk gl 3 
While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleaſure. 


O my bony, bony Highland Laſſie 
My lovely ſmiling Highland Laſſie 


May never Care make thee leſs fair, 
6 Put Bloom of Touth fill bleſs my Laſſie. 


SONG XLVI. She raiſe and lot me in. 
HE Night her filent Sable wore, 5 


Kc. And gloomy were the Skies; 7 
A Of glittring Stars fed: no. more 
Than thoſe in Nelly's Eyes. | 


When at her Father's, Yate he knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 

She ſhrowded only, with her Smock, 
Aroſe and loot me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe Embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; 
Her ſwelling Breaſt and glowing Face, 
And every Touch enflam'd. 
= ger Paſſion I obeysd, 
eſolv'd the Fort to win; 
And her fond Heart was ſoon betray'd 
8. 10 yield and let me in. r 
Then, then, beyond expreſſing, a 
Tranſporting was the oy; 
I knew no greater Bleſſing, 
ce. So bleſt a Man was I 428 
And ſhe, all raviſh'd with Delight, 
Bid me oft come agains . 
| And kindly vow'd that ev'ry Night 
de. She'd riſe and let me in. | 
| But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn, 
And ſighing fat and dull, of 
And I that was as —— concern'd, . 
ke, 1 Locked cen juſt like a Foot. 
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Her lovely Eyes with Tears ran o'er, 


Repenting her raſh Sin : 
She figh'd and curg'd the fatal Hour, 
Ihat e'er ſhe loot me in. 


But who could cryelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch Beauty part: 

T lov'd her ſo I could not leave 
The Charmer of my Heart; 

But wedded and conceal-d our Crime: 
Thus all was well again, 


And now ſhe thanks the happy Time 


That e'er ſhe loot me in, 


SONG XLVII. Peggy, I muft Ive thee, 


The Shipwrackt Colin ſpying 
s native Soil, o'ercome with Grizf, 
Half ſunk in Waves, and dying : 
With the next Morning Sun fi ſpies 
A Shin, which gives unhop'd Surpriſe ; 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 


A from a Rock paſt all Relief, 
1 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 


I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with Deſpair my Spirits mov'd, 
- To be for ever parted : 
Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 
I found in Peggy's Mind and Face 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
| Bur Vertue more engaging: 


Then now fince happily L've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying ; 

Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying : - 


- PH haft dull Courtſhip- to a Cloſe, 


Since Marriage can my Fears oppoſe ; 


Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 


Since, Peggy, I mult love thee? 


wb Fam. A 


S 5 — 
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Men may be fooliſh, if they pl-aſe,. . „ 1 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, | 

To ſigh and facrifice their Eaſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty : 

Such was my Caſe for many a Year, 

Still Hope ſucceeding to my Fear, 

Falſe Betty's Charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 


SONG XLVIII. The Bras of Yarrow. 


Usk ye, busk ye, my bon Bride, 0 
B Buck pl buck A Ar x Marrow, | 
k ye bus ye, 228 Bride, 
And let us leave the Braes 7 Yarrow. 
Where got ye that bony bo::y Bride, 
Where got ye that winſome Marrow ? 
T got her where I duxſt , 3 
Puing the Birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bony bony Bride, 
rep not, weep not, my winſome Marrow, 
Nor let thy Heart lament to leave 
Pring the Birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
does ſhe weep, my bony bony. Bride? 
of fo does the Tow 4 winſowe Marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair well be ſeen, 
Puing the Birks on the Braes of Yarrow ? 
Lang muſt ſhe wee maſt ſhe, muſt ſhe woep, 
"Tos muſt ſhe 22 W Dole and ö 
And lang muſt I nae mair well be ſeen 
Puing the Birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Fir ſhe bas tint ber Lover, Lover dear, 
Her Lover dear, the Cauſe of Sorrow, © 
And I bave ſlain the comlieſt Swain, 
That ever pued Birks ou the Braes of Yarrow. 


©. 


Why runs 4 0 Yarrow, Yarrow, reid? 


Why on thy Braes heard the Voice of Sorrow 2 
And why you melancholious Weeds, 
Hung on the bony Birks of Yarrow ? 


6 (46) * 
What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful Food? 
What's y floats ? O Dole and Sorrow ? 

O *tis the comely Swain I ſlew 
Upon the doleful Braes f Yarrow. 


Waſh, waſh, O waſh bis Wounds bis Wounds in Tears, 
To Wonnds in Tears of Dole and Sorrow, 
And wrap his Limbs in Morning Weeds, 
And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Then build, then build, ye Siſters, Siſters ſad, 
Te Siſters ſad, bis Tomb with Sorrow. 4 
And weep around, in woful wiſe, 
His helpleſs Fate on the Braes of Yarrow, 
Curſe ye, curſe ye, bis uſel-ſs uſeleſs Shield 
| 2 2 that wrought the Raf of Sorrow, 
The fatal Spear that pierc'd bis Breaſt | 
His convely Breaſt on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 
And warn from Fight ? but to my Sorrow, 
Too raſhly bold, a ftronger Arm 
Thou meteſt, and fell on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Sweet ſmells the Birk, green grows, green grows the Graſe 
Yellow on os — tbe nt 
Fair hangs the Apple frae the Rock, 
- Sweet the Wave of Yarrow flowan. 
Ns Yarrow ſweet, as ſweet, as ſweet flows Tweed, 
As Green its Graſs, its Gowan as ellotv, 
As ſweet ſmells on its Braes the Birk, 
he Apple from its Rocks as mellow, 


Fair was thy Love, fair fair indeed thy Love, 
In Finw'ry Bands thou him didft fetter 5 

Tho? he was fair, and well belowd again, 
Tha) me he never lov'd thee better. 


Busk ye, then bust, my bony Bride 
Busk ye, then busk, Ye, Marrow, 
Busk ye, and loe me 2 £ Banks of Tweed, 
Aud think nae ware on the Braes of Yarrow. 


bed Kkus 


( 47 ) 
How can I bus # bony bony Bride? 
How can I busk a winſome Marrow ? 
How loe him on the Banks of T weed 
That ſlew my Love on the Braes of Yarrow ? 


0 Yarrow Fields, may never, never Rain, 
No Dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 

Fr there was vilely kill d my , 
My Love as he had not been a Lover. 


The Boy pat on kis Robes, his Robes of Green, 
His * Veſt, was mine atun ſewmg 
Ab ! wretched me, I little, little knew, 

He was in theſe to meet his Ruin. | 
The Boy took out his Milk white, Milk white Steed, 
Unheedful of my Dole and Sorrow, ä 

But e're the Toofal of the Night, 
He lay a Corps on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Much I rejoic'd that woeful, woeful Day, 
T ſung my Voice the Woods returning, 
But lang &re Night the Spear was flown 
af That ſlew my Love, and left me mourning. 
What can my barbarous, barbarous Father du, 
But with his cruel Rage purſue me? 
My Lover's Blood is on Dy Spear, 
4 How can iſt thou, barbarous Man, then oo me? 
q 7 4 


My happy Siſters may be, may be proud, 
With cruel and 2 Scoffmg, 
May bid me ſeek of Yarrow's Braes 
My Lover nailed in his Coffin, 
My Brother Douglas may upbraid, 
And. ſtrive with thr eatning Words to move me. 
My Lover's Blood is on thy Spear, 
How can'ſt thou ever bid me love thee ? 
Nes, yes, re the Bed, the Bed of Love, . 
With Bridal Sheets my Body EE: 
Unbar, ye Bridal Maids, the Door 
Let in the expected Husband Lover. 


„ 


— —— 


(48) 


But who the expeBed Huchand, Hushand is ? 


His Hands, methink, are bath'd in Slaughter. 
Ah me! —_—_ ay 
*' Cames, in bis pals Shroud, bleeding after 
Pale as he is, here im, lay him down, 

0 lay: bis cold Ns "Pillow 3 


| Take aff, take aff theſe Bridal Weeds, 


And crown my careful Head with Willow ! 
Pale tho thin art, yet beſt. yet beſt belov 
O could my Warmth to Like reſtore thee * 
Net lye all Night between my Breaſts; 
Huth lay ever there before thee, 


Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely Youth ! 


Forgive, we ſo fou a $1 er 
And lye 1 Vt pms yeaſts, 
No Touth ſhall ever lye there after. 
Return, return, O monynful, mournſul Bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs Sorrto, 
Thy Lover heeds nought of thy Sighs, 
le lies a Corps in the Braes of Yarrow. 


SONG XLIX. The Deceiver. 


Ilth tuneful Pipe and merry\Glee, 
Young Focky won my Heart ; 
A blyther Loon you ne'er did ſee, 
All Beauty without Art: 
His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail, 
To gain my fond Belief : 


But nod the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 


And leaves me full of Grief. 
Young Fenmy courts with artful Song, 


But few regard his Moan ; 


"he Laſſes about Jockey throng, 
nd Femmy's left alone. 


In 69 7 en, {ure ne'er was een, 
A L 


n that gave ſach Pain; 
He dely woes and till purſues ; 
Till he does all obtain, 
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Put ſoon as he hath gain'd the Blits, 
Away the Lcon does run 3 
And hardly will afford a Kiſs, 
To filly me undone, | 
Bony Molly, Mg, Dolly, 
Avoid my 2 27 3 
His wily Tongue, be ſure you ſhun, 
Leſt you like me complain, | 


SONG L. The Banks of Forth. 


E Silvan Powers that rule the Plain, 
Where weetly winding Fortha glides ;. 

Conduct me to her Banks again, 

Since there my charming Mally bides. 
Theſe Banks that breathe their vernal Sweets, 
Where every ſmiling Beauty meets; 
Where Molly's Charms adorn the Plain, 
And chear the Heart of every Swain. 


Thrice happy were theſe Golden Days, 
When I, amidſt the rural Throng, 
On Fortha's Meadows breath'd my Lays, 

And Molly's Charms were all my Song. 
While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 
No Sorrow did our Mirth allay ; 

We ſung of Pleaſure, ſung of Love, 
And Muſick breath'd in every Grove. 


O then! was I the happieſt Swain, 
No adverſe. Fortune marr'd my Joy ; 

The Shepherds ſigh'd for her in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy. 

O'er Frtha's mazy Banks we ſtray'd, 

I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous Maid; 

The beauteous Maid'my Love return'd, 

And both with equal Ardor burn'd, 

Off on the Graſſy Bank reclin'd, 
Where Forth followed by in Murmurs deep, 

It was my happy Chance to find 988 
The charming Mok my aſleep ; 


"x 
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3 3 
My Heart then leap'd with inward Bliſs, | 
I Sftly ſtoop'd and ſteal'd a Kiſs; | 
She wak d, ſhe bluſh'd, to chide me fell, 
But ſmil'd as if ſhe 1ik'd it well, | 
Oft in the thick embow'ring Groves, 
Where Birds their Mufick chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our Loves, 
And Fortha's fair Meanders view'd. 
The Meadows wore a general Smile, 
Love was our Banquet all the while! 
The lovely Proſpect charm'd the Eye, 
"To where the'Ocean met the Sky. 


Ye filvan Powers, ye rural Gods, 

To whom we Swains our Cares impart 3 
Reſtore me to theſe bleft Abodes, 

And ceaſe, oh! eaſe my loveſick Heart: 
Theſe hap Days again reſtore, 
When Molly and I ſhall part no more, 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing Arms, 
And crown my Bliſs with all her Charms. 


ANST*s to the green Wood gane, 
To hear the Lintwhites chatVring, 
nd Wilkes followed her alane, 
To pan her Love by Flatt'ring, 
But all that he could do or ſay, 
She ſnuff d and ſneered at him, 
And ay when he began to woe, 
She bade him mind wha gat hirn. 
What ails you at my Dad, quoth he, 
My Minny and my — | | 
With Craudy Maudy they fed me, 
Lang-Kail and Ranty Tanty, 
With Bannocks of good Barley-Meal, 
Of that there was right Plenty 
And chapped Kail butter'd ſu? we 
Ard was not that right dainty, 


* 


©. 4 

Altho* my Dady was nae Laird; 

I ſpeak it without Vaunty 
He had a Houſe, a good Kall Yard, - 
A Ha? Houſe and a Pantry; 
A good blue Bonnet on his Head, 

A Roll about his Craigie, 
And ay unto the Day he dy'd, 

He rode on good Shanks Nagie. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
With great Diſdain and Scorn ; 
And Wilke he ſtood out about, 
As he had been forlorn. : 
Now wae and wander on your Snout 
Would you have bonny Nanſy, 
Would you compare yourſelf to me 
A Doken to a Tanſie. : 


Go get you gane, Gib Glaiks, ſhe ſays; ' * 
ohn Gibblet's with ſome other, 

Or that I fear you'll get your Pakes, - 
Go give the Nolt their Fodder. 

| I have a young Son of my awn, 
1 hey call him Souple Sandy, 

And well I wot his bonny Mow, 
Is ſweet as Sugar-Candy. 


Now Nancy what needs all this Din, 
Do I not ken your —_ 8 

Pm ſure the Chief of all his Kin, 
Was Rob the Beggar-Randy, 

His Minny Meg upon her Back 
Bare both him and his 9 Fo, 

Will ye compare a naſty Pac . 
Before your dear Heart Willy, 


My Daddy left to me a Sword, 
Tho it he old and ruſty, 

I dare declare upon my Word: 
It is both ſtout and truſty, 


E 2 


And let thy Speeches proud a? — . 
* 


. Why is your wonted Fondneſs now 


| (52 7) | ; 
And if that I can get it drawn Rs 


* 


» Which will be right uneaſy, | [ 
PII lay my very Life in Pawn, 0 
That Pl! give him a Heaſy. | 1 
I ken he's but a Coward Thief, | = 

Your Titty Beſs can tell him | ] 
How with her Rock ſhe beat his Beef, 


And ſwore that ſhe would fell him. 3 

And he lay blirtirg like a Sheep, | 
Confeſs'd he was a Falter 

And unto her did chirm and cheep, | 
And craved Pardon at her. 1 


Then bony Nanß) turn to me, 


And fo prevent all Evil,. | ! 


And prove ſomewhat more ci vi 


Let ſouple Sandy get him gone 


And court his auld Coal-Maggie, | | 
Wich all his Duds hang o'er his 

Put nought about his Cragie, 
Then Naaſy turn'd her round about, 


_ Saying, did Sandy hear you, 


You would not miſs to get a Clout, 
I know he doth not fear you; 


Ihen hold your 3 and ſay no more; 


Set ſome where elſe your Fancy, 
For as long's Sandy's to the fore 
Thou never ſhalt have Nanſy. 


' SONG LII. Pinky Houſe. 


S Slba in a Foreſt lay 
To vent her Woes alone, - 


Her Swain $ylvander paſs'd that Way; 


And heard her dying Moan. 
Ah! is my Love, faid ſhe, to you, 
So worthleſs, and fo vain ? 


Converted. to Diſdain ? 


l | 
e 
You. vow'd the Light ſhou'd Darkneſs turn 
E'er you'd exchange your Love? 
In Shades let now Creation mourn, 
© Sylvander faithleſs proves. 


Was it for this I Credit gave 
. To every Oath you ſwore ? 
But, ah I find they molt deceive, 
Who moſt our Charms adore. 


Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 
The Practice of Mankind: 

Alas! I ſee it but, too late! 
My Love has made me blind, 

What Cauſe, Sylvander, have I giv'n 
For Cruelty ſo great ? 

Yes, for your Sake neglected Heav'n, 
And hugg'd you into Hate. 

For you, delighted, I could die: 
But, ah! with Grief Pm fill'd, 
To think poor cred'lous conſtant l 

Should by your Scorn be kill'd. 


But what avails my ſad Complaints, 
While you my Cauſe neglett ! 

My wailing inward Sorrow vents, - 

ithout the wiſh'd Effect 

This faid, all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 
Her Head upon her Hand, 

She found her vital Spirits fail, 
Her Senſes at a Stand. 55 

Slvander now 1 to melt, 


But e' er the Word was giv” 

The heavy Hand of Death ſhe elt, 
And ſigh'd her Soul to Heav'n. 
SONG: LIII. The Little. Brown Thing. 
* * and ye Swains, that adore the gay 


* 


ain 
ome liſten a While 3 my ſorrowiſul Strains 3 
, 3 3 
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Oh! hear me with Pity, no Trifle I fing, 
Of no leſs a Loi? than my Little Brown Ihing. 
As at Cards with my Friends I play'd tother Day, 
To baniſh dull Vapours, and drive Care away, . 
Young Colin, as brisk as the Burds in the Spring, 
Was playing all the while with my little brows Thing. 


I dream'd of no Miſchief, but let him enjoy 
Kis innocent Fancy, and play with my Toy, 
But I found when His Humour was left to its Swing, 

He would have mare than have play'd with my lit- 
tle brown Thing, . 

He was ſmiling at ſomething, I asKd what it was? 
He anſwer'd, with a Smile, that I was the Cauſe ;. 
He ſwore, he had rather, than call'd himſelf King, 
Have R the Night with my little brown 


However, ſaid he, if on Terms you will treat, 
Be kind, and P11 fall like a Lamb at your Feet; 
Oh! oh! _y He cry'd thus, whilſt round thee 1. 

; n 
Surrender one Moment thy little brows Thing. -. 
„ and cry'd, Nae, but as well might com 


| P Y z . . - | 

He was fix'd to obtain what in vain I deny'd : 

Ihe reſt of my Story, Oh ! how ſhall I ſing, 

In Words, how he raviſh'd my little brows I hing. 
SONG LIV. Gilderoy. + 

E were both born in one Town-End, 
And fo brought up together: x 

} wot we were not ſeven Years old, 


When we lov'd one another : 
Our Fathers and our Mothers both, 


- . Of us they had great Joy 
Expecting fill the? r 
Twixt me and G b 7 
ty Lovehe was as brave a Man, 
D ever land bred ; | 7 £3525 ire 


For Valour he got more Renown, 


And every wealthy Rogue and Clown 
Gade. 


W bo did not duly pay their Ceſs 


And he brought me a Tartan Gown, "a 


' Before he went to, Edinburgh, = 


ſcended of Highla 78 , 
Deſcended of a n 
But a Catrin to his I rade bg b 


Than Hector did in Try, 


Was fear' d for 


The Queen of Scots poſſeſſed not, 
I hat my Love let me want; 
Both Cows and Ewes to me he brought, 
In Time when they were ſcant : 
All that did honeſtly poſſeſs. 
He only' did annoy, 


A. 


To my Love Gilderoy. 

When Gilderoy went to the Glen, 
He always chus'd the Fat, * 

And in thoſe Days there were not ten 
With him durſt bell-the-Cat ; 

Though he had been as Wallace ſtout, 
And tall as Dalmabsy,  - 

He never miſs'd to get a Clout 
From my Love Gilderey. 


My Love, ſometimes when he lay do 
Did kiſs me, and why not ? n 


And a skyring Petticoat; 
A Woman and a Womairs Son 

Had never greater Joy, | 
Than we two when we were alone, 


I and my Gilderoy. | 
At length they cateh'd him on a Hill, 

And both his Hands they ty'd, 
Alledging he had done much 11], 

But Sons of Whores they ly'd. 
Three Gallons of good: Uſquebangh,, 

We drank to his laſt Foy, 


I mearr my 


” 
my * 2 Fa 1 9 
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To. Edtubwgh I follow'd faſt; 
But ng &er I came there, 

They had him mounted on a Maſt,, 
And. hanging in the Air; 


His Relifts there were more eſteem'd 


1 han Scanderberg or Croy, | 5 | 


And every one was happy deem'd 


That gaz'd on Gilderoy. 

Now I muſt ſell my good Beef Stands, 
I wot they coſt me dear, 

For as long as my true Love liv'd, 28 
He fill'd them once a Year ; 

For Beef and Mutton, Veniſon, 

Of what I could deſtroy 4 


But now he hangs above the reſt, 


My handſome Gilderoy. 


1 ſhall never love a Man again, 


My Heart is now ſo fore; | 
My Love ſhall ſtill more ſtrong remain, 
Till I can love no more : . 


ru ſigh and fob till my laſt Breath, 


When I think on my Joy, 
Lamenting ſtill the tragick End 
Of my Love Gilderoy. 
Alas! that eer ſuch Laws were made, 
Lo hang a Man for Gear, 
Either for ſtealing Cow or Ewe, 
Or taking Horfe or Mare: 
Had not the Laws a- been fo ſtrict, 
I had not loſt my Joy 


wh. now he lodges with Ola Nick, 


hat hang'd my Gilderey. 


SONG LV. Atrick Banks, 


T Atrick Banks, on a Summer Day, 
At Glooming, when our F hw come in 


Fp Laſſie young and +7 
Game wandering thro the Mit her lang: 


. 
Heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
| ay 8 bonny Neck; 
And there I kiſſed her fou lang, 
For Words they were to no E 


Said I, my Laſſie, wilt thou gang | 
To the Highland Hills the Earſe to learn, 
And there PI give thee both Cow and Ewe, 
When we come to the Bridge of Earne : \ 
There's Meal come in at Leith, ner faſh, 
And Herrings at the Broomy-Law ;z 
Chear up thy Heart, my loving 
There's Gear to win we never ſaw. 


All Day when we've wrought enough, 
At Ev'n when we fit down to ſpin, - 
And when the Sun gangs weſt the Cleugh, 
And Winter's Froft and Snow comes in. 
Pll ſcrew my Drone, and-play a Spring, 
Thus the weary Winter Ni he will end, 
ill the tender Kid and Lamo-time bring 
The pleaſant Summer back again. | 


In the Highland Hills and Glens you'll ſee 
The Buck, the Tod, the Maukin run, 
And on the Banks the Birds agree, 4 
Io welcome up the Riſing Sun; 
At Noon our Flocks ly down to Reſt, 
In May the tender Blade appears, 
And Harveſt anſwers our Requeſt, - 
Then never doubt on doleful Fears. 


hay all the Gods of Love employ 
heir Art and Skill in pleaſing thee; 
Till fondly ſaoth'd with Cupid's Boy, 
To wander up the Brae wi' me, 
We'll love and kiſs as lang's we can, 
And we will merry, merry be; 
Since that Life it ſelf is but a Span, 


It's 20 be ſpent in pleafing thee, 


ANA we 192 


; 
* 
[ 
N 
o 
we 
ü 


* 


* 


SONG LVI. The Piper of Kilbarchan; an 


* Epi of Habbi abbie , 
ö 04 


A es G20 
Aud bobbed when be blew 1 2 ; 
L The Original HannBarck.,} 
Kim n now may ſay Alace ! 
Far ſhe hath loſt her Game and Grace, 
Both Trixie and the Maiden Trace, 
But what Rewede? 
\For no Man can ſupply his Place, 
Sen Haibie's dead. 

Now wha ſhall play the Day it daws, 
Or hunt up when the Cock he craws? 
Or wha can for our Kirk-town Cauſe 

Stand. us in ſtead ? 


- On Bag-pipes (now) no Body blaws 8 
S Habbje's dead. 4 5 


Or wha will cauſe our Shearers ſhear * 
Who will bend up the Brags of Weir, 


| Bring ; in = r or good Play- Mare, 


Time of Need ? 


Hab Gegen could, what need you ſpear ? 


But now he's dead. 


So kindly to his Neighbour neaſt, 
At Beltan and St Barchau's Feaſt, 


He blew, and then held u up his Breaſt, 


As he were wel 


But we need not him arreſt, 


For Habbie's dead. 


At Fairs he play'd before the Spear-Men, 
All gayly grathed in their Gear-Men, 


Steel-Bonnets, Jacks, and Swords fo clear then, 


Like ons Beed, 
Now wan ſhall ay before ſuch Weir-Men, 
e's dead 8 


Log 


* 


OW 


And 


gelore 


le ga 


2 


„ 
At Clark-Plays when he wont to come, 
is Pipe play'd tratling to the Drum, 


ike Bikes of Bees he gart it bum, 


1 3 his _ = 

low all our Pipers may ſing du 

Sen Habbie's dead. 5 

And at Horſe-Races many a Day, 

fore the Black, the Brown, and Gray, 

le gart his Pipe when he did play, 

Baith skirl.and skreed, 

ow all ſuch Paſtime's quite away, 

Sen Habbie's dead. | 


He counted was a weild wight Man, 


Ind fiercely at Foot-Ball he ran, — 


t every Game the Gree he wan, 
For Pith and Speed, 


The like of Habbie was na 


But now he's dead. 


And Befides his valiant Acts, 
t Bridais he wan many Placks, 
le bobbed ay behind Folks B 
| And ſhook his —_— 
ow we want many mer racks, 
Sen Habbie's . ; 
He was Convoyer of the Bride, 
ith Kittock hanging at his Side, 
bout the Kirk he thought a Pride, 
The Ring to lead, 
now ſhe may go bur a Guide, 
For 's dead, 


ſo well's he keeped his Decormm, 


d all the Steps of Whip-meg-mor 
. o. 


ſlew a Man, and wae's me fo 
— the * — z kim, : 

yet the Man was hame before hi 
And was not dead, | 


* 
( 60 
Ay when he ple the * lug! . 
To ſee him toothleſs, auld and teugh ; - 
He wan his Pipes beſides | 
; Withoutten Dread, 
Which after won him Gear *enough,. 
But now he's dead. 


Alas, for him my Heart is fa 
: Be of his Springs gat a bn 
At every Play, Race, Feaſt, and Fair, 2 
But Guile or Greed, 


We need not look for Piping mair, 
Sen Habbigs dead. 


SONG LVII. The Bob of -Darnbline. | 


ASSIE, ow me your braw Hemp Heckle, 
And Li. lend you my thripling Kame; 
or Fainneſs, Deary, PII gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the Ground of ye'r Trunkies, 


Busk ye braw and dinna think Shame 
oe in time, if leading of Monkies | 
better than dancing the Bob of Dunblave, 


Be frank my Laffie, leſt Lgrow- fickle, 

And take my 51 and Offer agai 
FF Syne ye may chance to repent it mick „5 
Te did nae accept of the Bob of Dumblane. 
MP þ * A che 7 K ſhall os 

nd Pm grown dowy wi Ling my 
Away then leave baith Minn d Dady, | 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane 


' SONG LVII. John Octiltree 
Oneſt Man John Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld Fob» Ochiltrae, | 
Wilt thou come o'er the Moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do, 
* flake, alake ! I wont to h 


ady, 


den Man, . 


— 5 
Mine ain auld obs Fobu Ochiltree 3 
Come anes out o'er the Moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
alake! I dow to do ! 
„5 whef 22 biple Wer 2 1 
ir ple er ree, 
My bony Ar bf I may 4. 
3 
For mon Nr to thee, 
Thou ra "Ge faſt by Sea and 
And wadna keep a Bridle Hand; 
1hou'd tine the Beaſt, thy ſel” wad 45 
— filly auld Jobn 


Come to my Arms, my bony T 
And chear me ip to hear 2 
And tell me ver 2 we hae done 
For T boughts mann uw my Life ſuſtain. * 
Gae thy ways Ochiltres : | 
Hae > «Bag it 2 Sar wi' me 
VI! fer the Beaſt in thro! the Land, 
She'll may be fa in a better Hand. \ 
Ev'n fit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do till, | 
Mont to do, &c. 


SONG LIX. Old lang fine. 


Hould old 8 de ſorgot, 

And never thought upon, 

The Flames of Love extinguiſhed, 
And freely paſt and gone 5 | 

ls that kind eart now grown ſo gold, ' 
In that loving Breaſt of thine | 

That thou can't never once r 


On Old Lang Syne. 
Where are thy Proteſtations, 
Of Vows and Oaths, my Dear, 
Thou mad- to — and I to thee, 
In Regiſter moſt _ Ss 


Py 7 106 Ty. - 
16 Faith and Truth & violate, | 
- To the immortal Gods Divine, 


That thou can't never once reflect 
| On Old Lang Syne. 


Ast Cupi#s Fears, or froſty Cares, 
That x makes rh . ies —— 


Or is't ſome Object of more Worth, 
That ſtole thy Heart away? 

Or ſome Deſert makes thee neglect 
Him, ſo much once was thine, - 

That thou can'ft never once reflect 
On Old Lang Sun:. 


Ist worldly Cares fo deſperate, 
That makes thee to deſgair? 
Ist that makes thee exaſperate, 
And makes thee to forbear ? 
Af of that thou wert as free as I, 
Thou ſurely ſhould be mine; 
If this were true, we ſhould renew 
Kind Old Lang Syne. 


But fince that nothing can prevail, 

And all Hope is in vain, 

From theſe rejected Eyes of mine, 
Still Showers of Tears ſhall rain; 
And tho! thou haft me now forgot, 

Yer I! continue thine, _ 
And ne'er forget for to reflect 
On Old Lang ne. 


_ 'Tf &er I have a Houſe, my Dear, 
That truly is call'd mine, 
And can afford but Country Cheer, 
Or ought that's good therein. 
Though thou was Rebel to the King, 
And beat with Wind and Rain, 
Aſſure your ſelf a welcome Gueſt, 
r Old Lang Hne. 


SONG LX. The Secmd' Part of Old. 
Lang Syne, by Way of Anſiuer. 


Soul is raviſh'd with Delight, 
When you I think upon; 
Il Griefs and Sorrows take their Flight, 
And 12 are gone: N 
The fair Reſemblance of your Face, 
So fills this Breaſt of mine, 
No Fate 22 nor it diſplace, 


For Old 


Since Thoughts of you doth baniſh Grief, 
When I'm from you remov'd; ; 
And if in them I find Rehef, 
When with fad Cares I'm mov'd ; 
How doth your Preſence rhe affe&,. 
. 9 ar ae ks, 
peclally when I r ; 
Oa 0⁴ Lang Syne. 
Since thou haſt rob'd me of my Hea 
By thy reſiſtleſs Powers, <4 
Which Madam Nature doth impart, 
To thoſe fair Eyes of yours 3 
With Honour it doth. not conſiſt, 
To keep a Slave in Pain, 


Pray * Reaſon then deſiſt, 
For Old Lang Syne. 


'Tis not my Freedom I do crave, 
By deprecating Pains, 

Sure Liberty he would not have, 
Who glories in his Chains; | 

But this I wiſh the Gods may move, 
That noble Soul of thine, 

To pity, fince thou cannot love, . 
For Old Lang Syne | 


. - 


. 


. 


- 


s oy 8 K 
- 


SONG LXI. Bhth Jocky. 
LY I. II Focky, young and gay, | 
Is all my Heart's Delight z 
He's all my 1] alk by Day 
And all my Dreams by Night, 
*Tis Winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
Tis Winter all the Year. 
When 1 and Focky met, 
S Firſt on the flow'ry Dale, 
Right ſw. etly he me tret, 
And Love was all his Tale. 
_ You are the Laſs, ſaid he, | 
That ſtaw my Heart from me; 
O eaſe me of wy, Pain, 
| And never ſhaw Diſdain. 
Well can my Focky kyth 1 
His Love and Courteſie, 
W He made my Heart full blyth 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 
His Suit ill denyd, 
He kiſs'd, and I comply'd: 
Sae Focky promisd 8 ET 


* 


F That h: wad faithful 
I'm glad when Jocky comes, 
Saf when he — $ away; 
*Tis Night when Tac glooms, 
ut when he ſmiles tis Day E 
When our 2 meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh, and faint ; 
What Laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind ? 


SON G LXIL The Pettivet, 


| BELL, thy Looks have pierc'd my Heart, , 
| I paſs the Day in Pain, | 

When Night retarns I fee! the Smart, 

And with for thee in vain, | 


( 657 Þ 
Pm ſtarving cold, while thou art war 
6 Have Pity and "incline, 1 
And grant me for a Hap that charm- 
ing Petticoat of thine, 


My raviſhvd Fancy in Amaze 
Still wanders o'er thy Cha 

Deluſive Dreams ten thouſand Ways 
Preſent thee to my _ 

But, waking, think what I endure,. 
While cruel you decl link 

Thoſe Pleaſures that can only eure 

- This panting Breaſt of mine. 


Tfaint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny | 

The juſt Reward that · s due to Love, - 
And let true Paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize - 

* That lovely Breaſt of thine z : 
ay Petticoat to give me Eaſe; , 
T hou and it were mine. 


Sure Heav'n has fitted for A 9 p 
That beauteous Form of 3 Er 
And thowrt too good its Laws to 
_ hind'ring the Deſign. "4 
May all the Powers of Love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my Chains, and ſet ms free: 
From ev'ry Charm of thine. > 


SONG LXII. Serge wt m7 Maggy 2: 


OV E is out of Faſhion, 
Some do bring a I aſh . 
do own the Paſſion, 
* Let it > 2 
ye not Sr. 
6d Saw 38 wot my Maggy, „ ISL INS oo 
5 S yo not my Maggy 7), N 
| Coming ver the Lee ? e 
G. 35 3 


15 


Peggy-doth diſcover YE LEA 


Nought but Charms all over, _— 
Nature bids me love her, | foo 
hat's a Law to me. 


Some for Honour ſtriving, 
Others Intereſt driving, | 
All for Eaſe con:riving, 

_, Can ner happy de. 
But let ſuch be eiii, 
Their Ambition ſhewing, 33 
A OP loot — Ruin, 

4.7289 e pleaſes me. 

Saw. ye ps. &c. 


Fhe is all contents me, 

That is all tor ments me, 

But it's ne'er repent me, 

PI! her Captive be. 

Saw ye not, &c. 
Who would leave a Lover, 
Jo become a Rover, oy * 
No, I'll ne'er give over; 
| What. can pleaſe but thee, . 


r 


Than bclow « Banner, * 
r Leger, b * 2 
: u honour . Tx 
Pit lye down before her, 
eſs, figh, and adore her, 
With. faint Looks implore her, 
lIill ſhe-pity me. N 
San ye hy ‚ 


* 7 67 R 
Like 2 conſtant Lover, * 
| 0! PII nder give over, | © 3 
ili Death takes me from her; 14 54 
Then for Love I die, bk 
Saw ye not, &xc. | | 1 
What can I wiſh other, 1 
Than tor aye to love her, - © 7" 
And pray © e Gods to move her 
Here to pity me. Pr; 
Saw ye mot my Maggy, | Be 
Sw ye not my Maggy. | 4 
Sn ye not wy Maggy 42 
Coming o'er the 


SONG LXIV. ug. a 


T St Ofth's by the Mill, 
1 here lives a lovely 

On! had I her Goodwill, 

How-gaily Life would. 1 85 
No bold intrudin "g Care TRE, 

My Bliſs ſhould &er annoy. ; 
Her Smiles would gild Deſpair, 

And brighten every Joy. 


Like Nature's rural Scene, © 
Her artleſs Beauties — 5 
Like them with Joys ſerene, 
r wiſhing Hearts then warm: 
Her Wit with Sweetneſs crown'd 
Steals every Care away z 
lif®ning Swaing around, 
Forget the ſhort' ning Day. 


Health, Freedom, Wealth and Eaſe, 
Without her uſeleſs are; 3 
She gives them Power to pleas, © 
And makes them worth oar Care, 2 
Is there, ye Fates! a Bliſs  - -* 
Xt Reſerv'd my future Share, 
£ Indulgent, hear my Wiſh, 
| A it all in her. 


PT. 05 OT. 
7 d \ i | 1 
. SON G EXV. The Dams Auſtber. 
, EAR * Lad. ſo gay, _ 
He's all my Heart's Delight; 
8 all my Charms by Day, 
And all my Dreams by Night, 
No Rival ever here, . 
Shall 's Love moleſt: 
It's he alone's my Care, | 
And dwells within my Breaſt, . 


When firſt that we did meet, 
; _ Cupid he play'd. his Part; 
- Young Fohnny's Kiſſes ſweet 
Soon ſtole into-my Heart: 
His bly the and bony Parts, 
| His witty gilded Tongue 
Wou'd raviſh all the Hearts 
Of Virgins fair and young. 
Well, Johnny, ſince 1 find 65 2 
That to me you are true, 
For ever Pl be kind, 
And conſtant unto you : 
Then to the Kirk let's go, 
Where well be fairly wed.: 
Our Joys will ever flow, 
In the lawful Marriage-Bed, 


N 1 ; ; 
\ e 7 429 72 * 
\ d ' 
4 52 


* 
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ENGLISH 


Love SONGS. 


SONG I. The Boy and Bird.. 


HE Boy thus of a Bird _y 
1 At firſt how N his Mpeg 


He ſtrokes it ſoft, and in his Breaſt 
The little Favourite lies. 


But ſoon as grown to riper A 
The Paffion —= his Mind wy 
He hangs it up in ſome cd Cages. 


Neglected and confin'd. , 


SONG Il. Sweet, i you Ive n. | 


A Two Part SONG, 


Weet, if you love me — . 
8 Smiling turn, ſmil ling turn 


eet, &c. 
Ah % — taſte a thouſand Sips, 
From thoſe dear balmy ruby Lips, 
And gently lip into thy —— 
Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 
And gently flip into thy Favour. 
the, Pray now give o'er, you court rwe. 
give ober, pray give der, 
ray now, Ge. 1 
ind yet ſo warm was ev kia, hg 
An Earneſt o® ſuch future DINE 
tay be gone . pray now ay, 


Tag at laſt ada ain * Fee 


"a „ 
. G thee cloſe 
Cloſe, my Dear, cloſe, my Dear 4 "WP 
Be * t me, 8 '# i 
now you make me 1 ſwear 
ie 218. Shame, fie for” Fame, * : 
Th, Ah © 4/7 EAR 
! do not frown me now. 
She, I feel Im growing kind I vow. * 


He, ſince you this kind Embrace allow, 
She, O dear he has ſo mov'd me nows 
He, O let me flip into th 

hes 5 1 tar 5 — 0 ——ĩ 


She, Pie — Sao 
He, And let me flip into thy 8 
She, I fear he'll a into my Favour. 


. ——— ——— 
a 


Together, 


- SONG nh Tranſported. my ics 


Nanſported with Pleaſure, 
I gaze on my Treaſure 
And raviſh my — 3. 
- While he . Ba aily ſmiling, 
My Anguiſh beguiling, 
Augments my Delight; 
| How bleſt is a Lover 
Whoſe Torments are over, 
His Fears and his Pain; 
hen Beauty relenting 


Kepa with conſenting | 
VTer Scorn and Dain, 


80 NG IV. Sweet are the Charms, Ke. 


* ard the N 4 ber L ink Roſe, 
ore tragrant than che mask 
_ Soft as the Down of of Turtle Dove 

Gentle as Winds when Zephyr blows, 


ee as deſcending Rams 
+ "To Sun-burnt ona and thirſty nan 


a 
AM 


5 3 
= BY True as the Needle to the Pole, 
} Or as the Dial to the Sun, | 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, f \ 
Whoſe . Tides obey the Moon; 
From every other Charmer free, | 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in 8 Bowers 
Of verdant Spring, her Notes renews. 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Souls Deſite. | 


Nature muſt change her beauteous Face, $f a 


And vary as the Seaſons riſe; 


6 


2 As Winter to the Spring gives Place,” 
gether, Summer the Approac 


of Autumn flies: 
No change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
&c. Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, , 
Makes loſty Oaks and Cedars bow “?; 
And Marble Towers and Walls of Braſh 
In his rude March he levels low : 
But Lime, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can neꝰ er di vide. 


Death only with his cruel Dart 
The gentle Godhead can remov 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart 
To mingle with the Bleſt above, 
Where known to all his kindred I rain, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 
Love and his Siſter fair the Soul, 
Iwin-horn from Heaven together came: 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
When dying Seaſons loſe their Name; 
Divine Abodes ſhall own- his Power, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 


Fs 


15, &c. 


Did not Love inſpire their Glory, 8 - | 
Love does all that's great below. 


SONG VI. Mi 1 gaze on, &c. 


Hilſt I gaze on Chios trembling, 
W Straight her Eyes my Fate declare; 
hen ſhe Smiles I fear difſſembling, _ 

When ſhe Frowns I then deſpair, | 
Jealous of ſom: rival Lover, K 
If a wandering Look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſoener ceaſe to live. 
Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſi 
Or the Torments I oe.” 
1 will difcluſe my Inclination ; 
Awful Diftance yields no Cure, 
* it is no* in her Nature, 
Io be cruel to her Slave; 
She is too divine a Creature 
To deſtroy what ſhe can fave. 


. he whoſe Inclination 

5 arms but with a gentle ſeat: 

Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 

_ Love's a Torment. if too great. 

When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet grows 

But a conſtant faithful Lover | 

Seldom meets wich tru- Repoſe, 


SONG vn. The dfairing Shepherd. 
| A ſhunn'd his Fellow Swains, Eo 


| 


Their rural Sports and jocund Strains. 
JeaVen guard us all from Cypid's Bow 3 | 


| 
N 
| 
| 
| 
| 


C73 2 
He loſt his Crook, he left his hs 
And We through the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe. . 
The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame 3 h 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
Bayes He gave them back their friendly Tears, 
0. e figh'd ; but could not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt, 

And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 
And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe; 
She ask'd ; but with an Air and Mein, 

As made it eafily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know, 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 

And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While 1 the cruel Truth reveal; 3 

Which — Fagk my Breaſt ſhould tear, 

Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 5 
But that you bid me tell, 


'Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the Plain; | 85 
| You are the Cauſe of all my Care : * 
. Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart; 

Ten thouſand Torments vex'd my Heart; 
I love, and I deſpair. 152 

Too much, Alexis, I have heard, | 

Tis what I thought, tis what I fear d; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd ; 

But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 

To breathe your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain. 


He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. | 
ord, SONG VIII. The Shepherd comforted,” 


S Cynthia late, within the Grove, 
A n'd his too ſucceſ#ful Love, 
And eas d, retir'd, _ ſecret Pain, 


ds 


The God of Loves who 


Jo Hymer's Shrine he 1 


LE 


744. al, Pr 
wander'd near, 


Chanc'd his Complairt to overhear, 
And thus addreſ#/d the Swain: 


8 * 


vie, filly Shey herd, riſe, he.cry'd; 
It ſeems * eaſily den e 


N. es, ET 
Becauſe the charming Nymph is co: 


[ The Tongue may learn to ſpeak with Art, 
But would you know the Fair One's Heart, 


Conſult it in her Eye! 


F 


„lis in that Mirrour of her Soul, | 


The Secrets of her Boſom roll, 
Reveal'd without Diſguiſe to View : 

For Cynthia, take it for a Truth | 

You only are the favour'd Youth, 1 
And Lydia loves but y ou ! Eggs 


No wore my Altars then upbraid, - 


Nor thus invoke my needleſs Aid! 


Since faithful I have done my Part: 
Thy own perform with like Addreſs, 
She ſoon ſhall yield thy Arms to bleſs, _ 

And give thee all her Heart ! 


So {poke ſincere — the friendly God, 


When ftreight along the flow'ry Road, 

The Nymph with languid Peauty mov'd: 
The Swain with joy the Moment ſeiz d, 
She heard his tender Vows well pleas' d. 
And all his Wiſh approv'd. 5 
With grateful Pride ae: Air, = 


the Fair 
And made the laſting Bliſs ſecure : - 


Let Maids no more falſe Coldneſs fel n, 


Let faithful Swains no more complain, 
But Ba ne n 


Left: as kh imortal Gods ir he, 
The Tucth that ford] its be,, 
t 0c „ 


SONG IX. BI as th immortal, Kc. 


And heart and ſees thee 
th leak and ſacetly ſmile, 


* 
* 


Fer while I gaz'd'in Ti 


Or 


1 


1 fainted, ſunk, und / away . Pier 


Ss Tinkling, er e c Grourg — * , 


Till bleſs'd and bleſſing you ſhall own: 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


"Tr "i. e 4 ) 
4 rais d ſuch — hy in my 2 , 5 


My Breath * was gane, y 4 2 Wt! 

Boſom glow'd 3 the ſubtle Flame 
* e all ny Gate Fame; 
; with e a Darkneſs matt 5 

rs wit Murmurs rung. 

my Limbs were ehibd, 
* Bloxd wit 22 Herurs 2 

y feeble Pulſe forgot to May, 


SON GX: . taſte, &c. 


uld you tatte the Noontide Air, 
To yon fragrant Bower repair, 
ere woven with the Poplar Bough, 
The Mantling Vine will ſhelter you. | 


Down each Side a Foubtain flows, 


— htly o'er the M 

Sultry Pbæbus ſcorching — 
Round, the languid Herds and gheep 
Stretelvd” Oer nny Hillveks ſlee p. 
While on n Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe. - - 


All alone — and in her Arms 
Your Breaſt may beat to Love“s W 


$0NG. XI, Love, in Ke 


ye thou art the beſt of human Joys,. 
Our chiefeft Happineſs — 55 
other Pleaſures are but Toys, 
Muſic without thee is but ie | 
Beauty but an empty Show. - - 


H 2 


( 76 ) 
Heaven that knew beſt what Men cou d OT 
And raiſe his Thoughts above the Brute, 
= Said, Let him be, and let him love, | 
| That gnly muſt his Soul improve, 
Howe'er Philoſophers diſpute. 


\! SONG XII. As 1 ſaw fir Chloe, Sr. 


SI 75 — 8 72 7 55 
eather came ſoftly day.” 

Like Jove de from his Tower, 
To court her in à Silber Shower : N. 
T be wanton Flakes flew'to her Breafts, 
As little Birds into _ Neſts ; 
But. being overcome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief dl 1 into a Tear 3 
Tbence flowing, down ber Garments Hem, ; 
Fo dick ber. Frcs to > Gam. ' W 


SONG XIII. May the Ambitious, &c.. 


AY the Ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in Crowds and Noiſe 
While gentle Love does fill my Mind 
With filent real Joys. 


[| May Knaves and Fools grow rich and great, 


And all the World think chem wiſe, 
hile I lye at my Namy's Feet, 
And all the World deſpiſe. _ 

Let conq Kings new A raiſe, 
And Ct 2 

Her Eyes can give much righter Days, 
Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


SONG XIV. Selinda's fare's the, Kc. 


| . ſure's the brighteſt Thing, - 

That decks the Earth, or breaths our Air; 
| Mild are 'her Looks like opening Springs | 14 
And like the nen 7984 


- 
* 
* 7 
= 
<< F 


R 
But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms ads to yer. 
Like glaring Colours on à Wall, 
And ſtrike no farther than the Eye. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe trea 

Our Ears are abſent from — Feaſt, 
Sr. One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
wet Stary*d or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with Aſpe bright, . 
And taudry Pride, a- Tulip ſwell 

Blooming and — *. to the * 
Dull and inſipid to the Smell. 


SONG XV. „ Virgin e &eꝛ 
E virgin Powers, defend L Heart, 


, From amorous Looks and Smiles; 
"ir From faucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which moſt our Sex beguiles. 1 
dc. From Sighs and 9 nc awful Fears, he 


That do to. pity move 
From 1 Silence, — from Tears 
1 hoſe Springs that water Love. 
But if thro? Paſſion I gow? w blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide 
And when frail Nature — inclin'd; _ 
There place a- Guard of Pride, 
An Heart, whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho peer 
a 5 every A R wx | 
' nd ſhe, who thinks Serre, ; 
The i is detray'd.. & & > 


: SON G XVE 4% Gu Leal, Sc. 
„ M los ne ie, 

E Let looſe oy oy Treſſes, el — 
. And to m Love 
0 ! let on bright E E 
To ya 5 , * 


1 
x 


- 
* 
_ of 
— 4 


Shew me that ſoft that muleſt Grace, | 
Which paints wal cherming Red thy Facts 
Give me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, | | 
. Inay rival Jove in Bliſs. 
hat I may mix my Soul with 
4 with the Plealire-all Sag 


O hide ! thy Boſom's killing white, 
oy Milky 22 is not ſo bright) 4 
you my -yaviſh'd Soul 0 Reo, » 

With. Beauty's Pomp, and — 
W hy draw'ſt thou from the Purple 1 

my kind Heart the Vital Blood? | 
Thos art all over endleſs Cha 63 
0 take me ́ ing to thy Arms? 


SONG. XVII. V ue oe, Ks. 


THY we love, and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know : 
Random Chance, or wilful Fate 
Guides the Shaft from Cupid's Bow. 


If on me Zelinda frown, 
lis Madneſs all in me to grieve 5. 
Since her Will is not her. — 125 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 


If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mizella's Cries, 
Ack not me * Reaſon why, 
Seek the Riddle in the Skies. 


SONG XVIIL 16 dear Mitre, Ke, 


| Y dear Miſtreſs has a Heart, 

M Soft as theſe kind Looks ſhe gave me, 
hen with Love's reſiſtleſs Art, 
And her Eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 

But her Conſtaticy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 

That my jealous Heart would . 
aou'd — live one 85 5 


e. 


Or the flow'ry Meads in May 


TY 
Melting Joys about her move, | 

Killing * wounding Bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 
And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes: 
Angels liſten When ſhe ſpeaks; 

's my Delight, all Man'ind's Wonder; 

But my jealous Heart would break, 

Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


SONG XIX. Shall I, waſting, &. 
9 I, waſting in Deſpai 


"2s 
Die becauſe a Woman's fair 2 Ng 
all my Cheeks look pale with. Care, 
Cauſe another's roſy ate ? 
Be ſhe fairer Than the Day, 


Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move AE” 
Me to periſh.for her Love; or 
or, her worthy Merits known, 
ake me quite forget my own *+ 

Be ſhe with that Goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit Name the beſt ; 

Vet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 

What care T how good ſhe be. 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more def air; £ 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die e'er ſhe ſhall grieve z.. 
If ſhe flight me when I woo, 
Iwill ſcorn, and let her go: 

So if ſhe be not fit for me, .. 

What care I for whom ſhe be. 


$ONG-XX. Ob! happy, happy, &c. 


H! happy, happy Grove 
() Wieneſz of our tender Love ;: 


Oh! happy, happy Shade | 
Where rſt our ows Were made: 


HBluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 


Looks would charm a Feve s. 
A thouſand pretty Things ſhe ſaid, 
And all and all was Love⸗- 
But Corinna per jur'd proves, | 
And forſakes the ſhady Groves; 
When I ſpeak of mutual Joys, * 
She knows not what I mean: 
Wanton Glances, fond Careſſes, 
Now no. more are ſeen, . * 
Since the falſe deluding Fa! | | 
Has left the flow*ry Green | 
- Mourn, ye Nymoks, thaSſporting playd, 
Where poor Krephon was betray'd ; : | 
There the ſecret Wound ſhe gave, 
When I was made her Slave. | 


| SONG. XXI. pen bright Aurelia, &c. 
| Hen bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 

| How 1 then were ſeen 

The Looks of every jolly Swain, 


Ihat ſtrove Aurelia's Heart to gain, 
With Gambols on the Green. 


Their Sports were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a manly Air, 
They'd fing and dance, and pipe and play, 
Each ftrove to plea'e ſome diflerent Way., 
This dear inchanting Fair. OT +", 
The ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, ; 
Till Phaon's tunetul Voice and Lyre, 
With ſoſteſt Mufic, did infpire © - | 
Her Soul to generous Love. _ 


Their wonted Sports the reſt declin'd, . 
"Their Arts prov'd all in Vain ; 
Aurelia*s conſtant now they find, ny 
1he. more they Janguiſh and repin'd,.. 
The more ſhe loves the Swain. 


1 


de 


| ( 681 ) 3 
SONG XXII. Belinda, with, &c, 
B ir: with affected Mein, 


4 _ 


Tries all the Power of Art; 
et finds her Efforts all in vain, 
Jo gain a fingle Heart : | 
Whilſt Chloe, in a different Way, 
2 3 \ - pleaſe, A | 
makes new Conqueſts every Day, 
Without one borrow'd Grace. 
Belinda's haughty Air deſtroys Fe: 
What - Charms infoire 1 ; 
While Chloe's artleſs ſhining Eyes | 
Set all the World on Fire : 
Belinda may our Pity move; 
But Chloe gives us Pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her Siſter frowns in vain, - oy 


SONG XXIII. is, flenth I; ke. 
7 Hile ſilently 1 lov'd, nor dar'd, 


To. tell my Crime aloud, 
The Influence of your Smiles I ſhar'd, 


In common with the Crowd. EE . 
But when Leonce my Flame expreſt, xl 

In ones to eaſe my Pain, | ' 3 
You ſingl'd me out from all the reſt, 


The Mark of your Diſdain. 
If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do adore, 2 
Then all Mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you mult ſmile ne more. 


SONG XXIV. V all ts conque ing, &e, 


E all to conquering Beauty bow, 
wW Its — Power admire a 
But I ne'er knew a Face till now, 


That cou d like your's inſpire: 


mem 
Now I fay, I met with + 
| Ass el Mn a ind 3 W * 
"ly And, like * gazing ba the Sun, bro 
With too much Light are blind, © 


_ Soft, as the tender moving Sighs, N . 


longing Lovers _ 


"Like the divinieg Prophe 
Like new blown K of ph oft 
| , ee 


1 ht a Brides | 
ſul Ma xefty, 
And yet no a en Pride. 


The r to win a Wie, 
Chaſt, beautiſul, and vor 
ser vid fourteen Vears a pain 
And never thought it — 
Ah! were you to reward ſuch Care, 
pond Life fo mY 3 ſtay, 47 
ot fourteen, but four hundre ears, x 1. 
whe rn, hon our unde | 


SONG XXV. The Conparii: 5 


Nella and ev'ry Hour, 

Do various Hearts ſurprize; 
Kella's Soul lies all her Pow? „ 
And Flavia's in her Eyes! 


Like Britain's arch. Kells reigns- - | 
O'er Ro Pp Lands! 


' 


— — 


Like Eaftern Tyrants Flavia deisns, N 


To rule o'er, barren Sands, 
ore boundleſs Eavia's C —— 
22 87 Kella s more n 
Al can. diſcern a Face th har fairy = 
3 1 n [Em 
vain Flavia ! 'doaft thy "I 
TY 13 lender Score! . 
288 5 arms wil every Day —_— 
N Day i * more. 


4 W 


7 


Or were ſhe but — 1 ' 


US) 


— * 


SONG XXVII. The: CLE , 


Ature ſo tender to Chloe has ſhown, 
She ne er can ſurrender a Heart: ſhe has won z 

ach is her Behaviour, ſo wiſe is her Aim, | 
That none boaſt her her Favour, nor _ complain. 
Oh could I move her | 

My Chaing-eaſy grewn, 
Shou'd ſerve her gay. . 

To ſhew: Pm her own 


I Freedom mi might find 
But oh, to my uin! YL 
She's not cruel nor kind! 


SONG XXVII. Midſummer Wig. 


AFT me ſome ſoft and cooling, Breeze, 
To Vindſor's haps kind Retreat, 
yd Sylvan Scene * ſpreading Ss, 


pel the r og de Hat 7 
White be tälted Gruß and moſſy Beds, 


Afford a rural, calm Repoſe 3 
Where Woodbines hang their 6 Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old Oozy Thames, that flows fait by, 
* the ſmiling Valley: plays, 
His glaſſy Surface cheers the Eye, 
And through the. fſow ry Meadow ſtrays: 
His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plenty well; 
Where eber his purer Streams are ſeen, 
1 he Gods of Health, and Plesſure d well. 
Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave, 
Wich naked Arms once more divide; 
In thee my glowing: Boſom lave, Be. 
And cut the gently-ralling Tide. 


4 
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* 


Lay me with damask Roſes Lieb Fg: . 
Beneath ſome Ofier*s dusk y Shade 3 
Where Water-Lillies deck the Ground, 


And ers Springs reſreſh che Glade, 55 


Let dear Lacinds too be there, N 9288 
With azure Mantle flighfly Dreſt: 

© Ye Nymphs, bind up her flowing Hair, 

Te Zephyrs fan her panting Breaſt. 

Oh hafte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the ny Friend loves | 

To thee alone, the Muſ⸗ ſing, | 
And warble through the vocal Grove. A 

SONG XXVII. The Morning Salutationl 

\CEE ſhe wakes ! Sabina wakes ! _ "i 

8. And now the Sun begins to riſe; 1 

glorious is the Morn that breaks, N 

From his bright Beams than her fair Eyes. 

With Light united Day t bu, 4 > 
But diftrenc Fates e er WE all 8 


How many by his Warmth will live? "2 
How many will het Coldneſs kills? 


SON G XXIX. Three Nymphs, Ne. 


Adorn'd with every Grace; 
Look, Gods, from your Celeſtial Dome, 
And view her charming Face. b 
Then ſearch, and ſee, if you can find, 
In all your facred ves | 
*- A Nymph, or Goddeſs, ſo divine, 11 +; 
As ſhe whom Srepbon loves. 
|. SONG XXX. The Deſtropr. 
A Lans Face, her Shape, her Air, 
With Charms reſiſtleſs wound the Heart; 


n vain far Defenet prepare, | 
When from her Eyes Love throws his Dart, 


80 ſtrong, ſo ſwift the Arrow flies | 
fur males; 


S's ſee, my Seraphina comes 


Such ſure Deſtruction flying 


The bold quickly dies! 
The Foglive i overtakes! 


C. 
Nor Stratagem, nor Force availes 
No feign'd Submiſſion ſets you free 3 


One Look o'er all your Arts prevails, - 
There's no Way ſafe but not to ſee ! 
For ſuch the Magic of her Arms, 
And wounding ſhe does fo allure; 


The Unexperienc'd coyrt their Harms, 
The Wounded never wiſh a Cure. 


— ——— 
—ͤ—ũ—ũ1ũ 0 4 I AS. 


ati ON xxxl. 737 Shepherd Adonis, 


HE Shepherd Adovis 
Being weary'd with Sport, 
e for a Retirement 
To the Woods did reſort. 
He threw by his Crook, 
4 And he laid himſelf down ; 
© AEM envy'd no Monarch, 
Nor wiſh'd for a Crown. 
He . of — more / 
| e eat of the Tree, . 
af he enjoy'd, | 
And from 1rouble was free, 
EF He wiſh'd for no Nymph, ' 
Were ſhe never ſo fair, 
flad no Love or Ambition, 
And therefore no Care. 
But as he lay thus 3 
In an Ev*ning ſo clear, 
A heavenly ſweet Voice 4 
7. Sounded ſoft in his Ear; 
I Which came from a ſhady £ 
are: Green Neighbouring Grove, 
> Where lovely e 
rt. Sat ſinging of Love. 
8 He wander'd that Way, 
And found who was there, 
He look'd quite confounded 
To ſee her ſo mr: 


— 


7. 

9 
8 

* 


ke. 


+» 


de 


He flood like a Statue, 
Not a Foot could he mov 
Nor knew he what griev'd im; 
But he fear'd it was Love. 


The 375 * ſhe — 1 Low | 
Wi ind modeſt Grace, 
Seeing ſomething 1 — pleas d her 

© Appear in his Face; 
With Bluſhing a little, 
She to him did fay, 
on Shepherd | what want ye, 
How came you this Way? 


His Spirits reviving, 
He to her thus ſaid 
I was neer ſo ſurpris'd - 
At the Sight of a Maid. 
Until I beheld thee 
From Love I was free; 
But now I'm taken — 
My Faireſt, by thee. 


SONG XXXH. Bright 3 Ke. 


thoughtleſt giddy Creature! 
| Laughin Sale fuewring Thing ! 
olt fantaftick Work of Nature 


Still, like Fancy, on the Wing. p 
2x; nn 1 changing Paſfion, 
i ating, in extream ; 
Fond of exvry Faolith F Faſhion, 4 
And, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream, 


; Lovely Trifle ! dear Illuſion ! 
11 e ier, and cs id * 
an's chi on ion 
Of all Vanities 00d vain, ** 


Thus, deriding Beauty's Power 
Bevil call'd e 4 
But in-leſs than Half an Hour 


Kneel'd and whin'd at (eb Feet. 


[ 


SONG XXXIIE One Evening as T lay. 
NE Evening as I lay 
() Amuſing in a Grove, 
A Nymph exceeding gay 
Came there to ſeek her Love 
But finding not her Swain, 
She fat her down to grieve, 


And thus ſhe did complain, 
How Men her Sex deceive. 


Believing Maids, take Care 
Of falſe deluding Men, 
Whoſe Pride is to enſnare 
Each Female that they can; 
My perjur'd Swain he ſwore 
thouſand Oaths; to prove 
(Ag many have done before 
How true he'd be to Love. 
Then Virgins, for my Sa 
Neer truſt falſe Man — 
The Pleaſure we partake, 
Neer anſwers half the Pain: 
Uncertain as the Seas, 1 
Is their unconſtant Mindꝰ 
At once they burn and freeze, 
Still changing like the Wind. 


When ſhe had told her Tale, 

Compaſſion ſeiz'd my Heart, 
And cos did prevail 

With me to take her Part; 
Then bowing to the Fair, 
I made my kind Addre 

And vow'd to bear a Share 

In her Unhappin $24 
Surprig'd at firſt ſhe raſ e, . 

And ſtrove from me to fly: | ; 
I told her I'd diſcloſe 

For Grief a Remedy. 


_n . = 
i ("8 ) 
Then, wie a — Look, | 
* tꝰ aſſuage the Storm, 
I doubt ou've undertook 
| you can't perform... 
Since Proof convinces beſt; 
Fair Maid, believe it true, 
That Rage is but a-Jeſt, 
To what Revenge can do- 
Then ſerve pig in his Kind, 
And fit the Fool again 
Such Charms were ner deſign' d. 
For ſuch a faithleſs Swain. 
F courted her with Care, 
.  ?Till her ſoft Soul gaye Way, 
And from her Breaſt &6 fair, 
| Stole the ſweet Heart a way: 
Then ſhe with Smiles confeſs'd, 
Her Mind felt no more Pain, 
While ſhe was thus careſs'd, 
By ſuch a lovely Swain. 


SONG XXXIV. Lucky Minute, 
A” Chloris, full of harmleſs Thought, 
X 


Beneath a Myrtle lay, | 
ind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To paſs the Time away. | 
She bluſh'd to be encounter'd ſo, 
And chid the am' raus Swain; 
Bat as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down, again. 
A ſudden. Paſſion ſciz'd her Heart, 
In Spite of her Diſdain; 
She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein. . 
Ah! Gods! faid ſhe, What Charms are theſe, 
That conquer and ſurprize? ö 
Oh! let me — for 1 pleaſe, 
I. have no, Power to riſe. 8 


| | il 
N „. * a 
9 19 ; 


dhe fainting ſpoke, 2 + hiſs lay5* 


For Fear he ſhould comply; 
Her Looks and Eyes her ons t betray . "ON 


And gave her Tongue the Lye. 

hus ſhe; who Princes had deny'd 
Wich all their Pomp and 1 L. b 
Was in a 188 1 try'd, 

And yielded ts a Swain, 


SONG XXXV. Chloe blu/#d, &c: 


HLOE bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, - 
And puſh'd me rudcly from her ; 
I calld her faithleſs jilting Whore, 
Totalk to me of Honour, 


But when I roſe, and would be gone, 
She cry'd, Nay, whither go ye: „ 
Young Damon, ſtay; now we're alone, 
Do what you will with Chloe, 


SONG XXXVI. Gently touch, bee. 
Ently hear me, c 3 7 
| (x Boer . and ever | | 
ains remove | . f 
| gw. 7 and ſay, you loves. 
2 Boſom let me lay, 
Sigh and gau: my Sul away. 
Balmy Kiſſes ful Joys 
geb a as — 51 fe, T e 5 
Ob! my dare Ea, due, give, 
80 1 42 bleft ſhall live : 


More than Gods in Heawen cad be : 
IJ hom alone art Heaven to mo. 


SON G.XXXVII 4 Clin, ts 


Each me, Chloe, how to prove, 8 
My boaſted Flame ſincere z 53 
Tis hard to tell how. dear 1 love,. 
And hard to hide my Care. 


1 3 


F [4 DIO 4 
Sleep in vain diſplays charm, 

To bribe my Soul to Reſt, | 
Vainly ſprea 4s her Silken Arms, | 
| And — me to her Breaſt. 

' ll Where can Str find Repoſe, 

If Chloe is 08 Were. 

For ah! no Peace his Boſom 1 = 

When abſent from the Fair. . 

Phabus,. from on high, 

i ds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light bert, 

And give me more than cha ep 


SONG xxxvnI. 296 Philander | 
Piineen thou falſe Philander, © 


Since now. from me you rove; 
d leave me here to wander, 
No more to think of Love; 
I'muſt. for ever languiſh, | 
I muſt for ever mourn WB 
From Love I now am baniſh'd;; 
And ſhall no more return, 


Furewell, deceitful Traytor 
Farewell, thou.perjur'd Swain. 
Let never injur'd reature 
Believe your Vows r 
The Paſſion you preten «8 
Was only to obtain; 
For now the Charm is ended; 
| 1 The Charmer you diſdain. 


SONG. XXXIX. Cu nul; &cc. 
e 


er Soul with fond Deſire, | 
Softeſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt 
Faafing Dreams affilt in Love, 
Morpbens, O * Sx 


| 
= 
| 
| 
| 
| 


On the moſſy Bank ſhe lies 
(Nature's verdant Velvet Bed) 
Beauteous Flowers invite her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head. 

waft their Odours round 
And Love indulgent guards the Ground 2 


W | SONG-XE. The Play of Lone. 


HE Play of Love is. now begun, 

And thus the Actions do go on, 
Sephon enamour'd courts the Fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs Air 
And ſmiles to find him in Love's Snare. 
The A&-Tune play'd my meet again, 
Here Pity moves her for his Pain, T 
Which ſhe evades with ſome Pretence a 
And thinks ſhe may with Love diſpen 2 
But pants to hear a Man of Senſe. 5 


The third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks ; 
But with feign'd Slighs ſtills plots him by, 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 
Altho? ſhe gives her Heart the Lye. 
Now the Plot riſes, he ſeems ſhy, 
As if ſome other Fair he'd wry g 
At which ſhe ſwells with Spleen and Fear, 
Leſt one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare, _ 
Which yet no Woman eer ean bear. 
The laſt Act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the er's Joy : 
fer. She does no more his Paſſion ſhun, 
He ftrait into her Arms did run, 
The Curtain falls — the Play is done. 


Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
Is Chaſtity you lov'd me well 3 


£ 


7 
* 


er. 


" 02. ): 
Bit now, alas ! T am undone, — 
And bere am left to male my Moan : - 
. To doleful Shades Iwill remove, 

Since I'm deſpis'd by him I 


* 


That when is Words had 8 79 1 
Tou wor'd have thought an Angel 3 
Too happy Nymph, whoe'er ſhe 4 
That now enjoys my charming he: 

For Oh ! I fear it to my Coſt, 

He's found the Heart that I have loſt, 


Beneath the faireſt Flower on Earth, 
A Snake may hide or take its Birth; 
Sy his falſe Breaſt, conceal it did 
His Heart, the Snake that there lay bid. © 
is falle to fay, we bappy are, 
Since Men delight thus to enſuave : 
In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 
Their Vows are Wind, their Love a Feſt. 
, Te Gods, in Pity to my Grief, 
- Send me my Damon, or Rekef ; . 
1 
once I thought my Spring- ef Foy > - 
But whilſt F ni ras ro of this 11477 * 
Methinks I bear you an ts, 
When Damon has en joy'd, he flics, 
Who ſees him, loves ; who loves him, dies. 
/ There's mt a Bird that haunts the Grove, 
But is a Witneſs of my Love: 
| Now all the Bleaters on the Plain 
Seem Sympathizers in my Pain; 
Ecchoes repeat my platntive Moans 3. 
The Waters imitate my Groans ; 
The Trees their bending Boughs reclney- 
And drop their Heads. as 1 ao mine. 


$ 


6 930 


8 Amoret and Phillis fat [ft 
One Evening on the Plain, 
Ang faw the 3 wait, 
o tell the Nymph his Pain; 
The threat'ning Danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her Ear. 
Ah! Phillis ! if you would not love, 
The Shepherd do nat hear. | 
None ever had ſo ſtrange an Art, 
His Paſſion to convey, | 
Into a liſt'ning Virgin's Heart, 
And ſteal her Soul away. Nite 
Fly, fly, betimes, for fear you give 
Occaſion for your Fate, 
In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, 
Alas! *tis now too late, 


SONG XXIII. Yu. may ceaſe, &. 


OU may ceaſe to complain, 
For your Suit is in vain, 
All Attempts you can make 
But augments her Diſdain : 
She bids you give o'er 
While ?tis in your Power, 
For except her Efteem 
She can grant you no more: 
Her Heart has been long fince ' 
Aſſaulted and won, 
Her Truth is as lafting 
Add firm as the Sun 
You'll find it more eaſy 
Your Paſſion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure, | 
You may give this Advice 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a Lover like me 
Will thoſe Precepts deſpiſe 3 


* 


a 6 1 * 9 ; 
SONG XLII. 4 Amoret, 64. . 
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A Heart that's touchꝰd 
Will ſome Sympathy bear, 
Twill leſſen my Sorrows, 
If ſhe takes a Share s 
I'll count it more Honour, 
In dying her Slave, 
Than did her Affeckions 
My Steddineſs crave. 


You may tell her I'll be 
Her true Lover, tho' ſhe 
Should Mankind deſpiſ 
Out of Hatred to me; 
Tia mean to give o- err 
we get no Reward, 
She loſt not her Worth  _. 
When ! loſt her Regard; 
My Love on an Altar 
More noble ſhall burn, . 
All will love on. © + 
Without Hopes of. Returt!> 
Il tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the Flame, 
And I'M figh for herſelf 
In counterfeit Name. | 958 


SONG XLIV. Colin's Complaint. | 


IXEßpairing befide a clear Stream, 
D A Shepherd forſaken was laid. 
nd while a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
rted his Head. 
lew over the Plain, 


A Willow ops 
The Wind that 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply; 
And the Brook in return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring dy, 


as” 5 * 


T2 


— 4 _ . 


© Ws 


She talk'd, and I 


ans... 

! filly Swa tIwas, . 
10. dly complaining he ery'd) 
firſt I beheld that fair Face 
7] were better oy far I had dy'd! 

TI bleſs'd her Tongue, . 
When ſhe ſmil'd, it was Pleaſure too great: 


I liſten'd and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 


Was Nightingale ever © ſweet ? 
How fooliſh was I to believe, 45 
She could doat on ſo lonely a Clown, - 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve, 
Jo forfake the fine Folk of the Town 5 
To think that a Beauty fo gays | 
So kind and fo conſtant will prove 
Or go clad like our Maidens in Gray, 
Or live in a Cottage en Love. 
What tho? I have Skill to complain, 
Tho? the Muſes my Temples have crown'd, 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strains, 
The Virgins fit weeping around! 
oy 0 thy Hopes are vain, 
y Pipe and thy Laurel refign, 
Thy fair * inclines to a Wwain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine. 


All you my Companions ſo dear, 
Who Sorrow to ſee me betray d, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear 
Forbear ꝙ accuſe the falſe Maid, 
Tho? thro? the wide World I ſhould 
'1is in vain from my Fortune to fly; 
'Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
'Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtaig, 28 
In her Breaſt any Pity is found, SS 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground: © 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, -+ + 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew $ 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 


i 1 F 4 4 = 4 * 
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Then to her new Love let her go, 


And lovely Nancy ſtands conf 
Te Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye gentle Ecchoes, breezy Winds, 


O teach a young unpractis'd Heart, 


a. 


* 


And deck her in Golden Array; e 
Be fineſt at every fine Sow, 57 
nd frolick it all the long Day; 


uu Ce, fo and gone, 
| © more ſhall be ralk'd of or ſeen, 
'Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon, 


His Ghoſt ſhall'glide over the Green. 7 


A Days have been fo wond*rous free, WM 1! 
The little Birds that fix 

ith careleſs Eaſe, from Tree to Tree, » © 

Were not ſo bleſt as I. 1 2 * 

Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear E 
Of mine inereas'd their Stream? 

Or ask the flying Gales, if eder | 1 
I lent a Sigh to them? e 

But now my former Days retire, 5 mo 
And I'm 2 Beauty caught: 1 13 

The tender Chains of ſweet Deſire N 

Are fix'd upon my Thought, 


An eager Hope Within my Breaſt | 0 


Does every Doubt 3 
Ihe Favourite of my Soul. 


Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 


e cloſe Retreats of Love 


With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſliſt the dear Deſign, 


10 make her ever mine. 
The very Thought of Change I hate, 
As much as of Deſpair, 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her, 


ww =_ —_ 


| ( 97 * 0 
"is true, the Paſſion in EN 
Is mix'd with ſoft Diftre 
Yet while the Fair. I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it 


SONG XLVI. 4 Celia near, Rc. 


$ Celia in her Garden ſtray'd, 
Secure, nor dream'd of Harm, 
Bee approach'd the. lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm. 


The curious Inſect thither flew, 
* taſte the tem 9 loom 3 
But, with a thou weets in View, 
Ie found a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 

The eng little I hing; 
Dat firſt the ſhowy Arm receiv'd, 
4nd felc the painful Sting. 


Once only could that Sting ſurprize 
Once be injurious found : ; 

Not ſo the Darts of Celia's Eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound. 


| Oh! would the ſhort-liv'd' burning Smart 
| The Nymph to Pity move, 
And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires with endleſs Love! 


SONG XLVII. Mull Fute to me, te, 5 


Ould Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chu to e 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater 
Nor a greater Bliſs defire. 
charming Nymph, if you can: fin 
8 kong cb Rave b Human Kind W 
IA Man that loves you more than l, 
Ill refign you, III refign you, 
'l reſign you, though * die. 


£ * 
- * "RI" iy 
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Let my Belinds fill my Arms, 
Wich all her Beauties, all her Charms, 
Wich Scorn and Pity I'd look down 
On the Glories, on the Glories, 
On the Glories of a Crown, 


SONG XLVIIL William and Suk, 


LL in the Downs the Fleet was 7 5 a 
The Streamers waving in the ind, 
When black-eyed San came on board; 

| Oh! where ſhall I my true Love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet Hilliam fails among the Crew? 


William, who high upon the Yard, 5 
. + Rock's with the Billows _ fro 1. 
Soon as her well known Voice he heard, 
He * and caſt his Eyes below : 
The Cord ſlides fwiftly thro? his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Light'ning on the Deck he ſtands, _ 


So the ſweet Lark, high pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt a 
(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) g 
And N at once into her Neſt : 53 


The nobleft Captain in the Britiſh Flee 

Might envy eee Lips thoſe Kies fect, | 
O San, San, lovely Dear! 

= My Yows ſhall — true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling Tear, 
We anly * to meet again: | 
Change as ye lift, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points at thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
They'll tell, the Sailors, when away, 
In every Port a Miſtreſs find : 


art preſent w 


Tes, believe them when they tell thee 
For they herkioe 9 


— 


* r 
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9) 
Tf to fair India's Coaſt we fail, 
Thy Eyes are ſeen in Diamonds bright! 
TY reath is Africk's ſpicy Gale, | 
hy Skin is Ivory fo white: 
Thus every beauteous Object that I view, 
it, Wakes in my Soul ſome Charmes of lovely Sue. 


* Battles call me from thy Arms, 
t not my pretty & an mourn, 
ho' Cannons 4 — * ſafe from Harms | 
William ſhall to his Dear reurn; 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 
Leſt preeious Tears ſhould drop from Sſan's Eye, 
The boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
Ihe Sails their ſwelling Boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt the ſtay on board; 
.1 hey kiſe d; ſhe figh'd ; he hung his Head: 
Her leſſening Boat unwilling rows to Land 5 
y Adieu ſhe cries ;z- and wav*d her Lilly Hand. . 


SONG XLIX. Chloe, be wiſe, &c. 


Hhe, be wiſe, no more perplex me, 
4 Slight not my Love at ſuch a Rate 3 
Should I y our Scorn return, *twill vex yau, 
Love much abus'd will turn to Hate, 
How can fo lovely, fair a a Creature 
Put on the Looks of cold Diſdain 3 
Women were firtt deſign'd by Nature 
To give a Pleaſure and nat a Pain. 
F Kindne' creates a Flame that's laſting, 
\ {|} -_ When other Charms are fled away 


Think on the Time we now are ng: 
Ihrow off thoſe Frowns and Love obey» 


dz - SONG L. Iden Fanny, Er. 
IN Fanny blooming Fair LY, 


Firſt-caught my raviſtd Sight, 

N= Pleagd with her Shape and Air, 
ele a ſtrange Delight: 
A K 3 


7 ( r06. * 
Whitn eagerly I gaz'd, 
: rents, Yon. ry Part, 
And evvry Feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my Heart. . 


In her oe chin 14 — 
Ten thouſand Loves appear; 
1 here Cupid basking lies 
His Shafts are 3 there. 
Her blooming Checks are dy'd 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 
Of Roles newly blown. 


Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 
The lucky Hand of Forves, , 
Her Features all expreſs a 
The beauteous Queen of Love: 
What Flames my Nerves * 
When! "behol2 the Breaſt 
© Of that too charming Maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt- 
Venus round Fanny's Waiſt, 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
There guardian 82 Grace, 
And dance the Circle round. 


How nappy mult he be, 


Who ſhall her Zone unlooſe? 
That Bl to all, but me, a 
| 20 Heaven and ſhe refuſe, 


SONG LI. The forſaken Mail. 


Was when the Seas were roaring, 

| T With hollow Blaſts of WG 
A Damſel lay deploring, | 

| All on a Rock reclin'd. 

Wide o'er the roaring Billows, 

| She caſt a wiſhful Look; 

| Her Head was crown'd with Willows , 
12 Lhag teembled der the Brook. 


* 


(101) 
Twelve Months were gone and over; 
And nine long tedious Days; 
Why didft thou vent'rous Lover, 
Why didft thou traſt the Seas > 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel | 
And let my Lover reſt: 
Ah! what's thy troubled Mo 
Jo that within my Breaſt ? 
The Merchant, robb'd of Treafare, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 
But what's the Loſs of Treafure, 
To lofing of my Dear ! 
Shou'd you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Diamonds grow, . 
+ You find a richer Maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. . 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain 
Why then beneath the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain ? 
No Eye thoſe Rocks diſcover, . 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 
All Melancholy lying, 8 
n 200 9 5 1 for my, I 
epay'd each Blaſt with ſighi 
Each Billow with a Tear: 
When o'er the white Waves ſtooping 
His r ſhe ſpy d: 
Then like a Lilly drooping, | 
She bow'd her Head, and dy'd. 


SONG LII. Fam Belinda, 
AIN, Belinda; are your Wiles, 


' Y _Vainareall 

While, like a Bully, you invite, 
And then decline th' approaching 
and then decline the 2 


« 
* * 


Ev'ry riſing Charm improve. 1188 


Varioue-are the little Arts, 
Which you uſe to conquer Hearts: 
rn 54 would affright, . 

vou by empty Hopes invite. 
And bo by, 8. * | 
Cowards may by him be brav'd, 
Fops may be by you enſlav'd ; 
1 hen would he vanquiſh, or you bind, 
He muſt be grave, and you be kind, 
He muſt be, Sec. . 


SON G III. V will Flotella, Er, 


WI will Forella, when I gaze, ö 


My raviſh'd Eyes reprove? 
And hide em from the only Face, 
They can behold with Love? 
To ſhun her Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind; 
Ard while I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find. | 
But Oh! how: faint is every Joy, 
Where Nature has no Fae 7 


New Beauties way my Eyes employ, | 


But you engage my Heart. 


So reſtleſs Exiles, doom'd to roam; bog 
Meet Pity ev'ry where, | 


Vet languiſh for their native Fome, - 


Though Death attends them there. il 


F SON G LIV. When 7 furvey, K. 


: 
z 


| HEN I ſurvey Clarinda's Charms, 
Folded within my circling Arms, 
What endleſs Pleaſures move along. 
Serenely ſoft and ſweetly ſtrong 
Ev*ry Smile invites to Love,. 
Balmy Kifles e e ee ee 
Am'rous Bliſſes, 


ES. 


TH: 


N 0 103. ) | 
mortal Bliſs that neer will cloy,, © - ©. » 
I Always . 15 Angel k orm; 
ſt Repoſe and blooming Joy, 
WG her — 5 the Soul to a" NE 5 
All that Joy or Love create, cp 
Beauteous Bleſfing, 1 
Paſt expreſſing, 2 ep 
Round the tender Fair One wait, | 
Love on her Breaſt has fix'd his Throne, 
And Cupid revels in her Eyes; 
Who can the Charmer's Power diſown, : - 
When in each Glance an Arrow flies? 
Yet when wounded, we feel no Pain, 
Nog tis Pleaſure, E 
Above Meaſure, ; 
Raptures flow in ev*ry Vein. 


n 


SONG LV. Thus Kitty beautiful, &. 


TH Us Kitty, beautiful and young, 
'f. And wild as Colt untam'd, 
Beſpoke the Fair from whom ſh2 ſprung, . 
With little Rage inflamd. 
Iiflam'd with Rage at fad K eſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd ; = 
And forely vex'd to play the Saint, $5 
Whilſt Wit and Beauty reign'd. | : 
Shall I thumb holy Books, confin'd, ; 
With Abigals forſaken ? 
Kitty's for other Things deſign d, 
Or I am much miſtaken. N 
Muſt Lady Jem frisk about, 
And vifit with her Couſins? 
At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 


—— 
« 


And bring home Hearts by Dozens? 4 f 
What has ſhe better, pray, than 15 X 
What hidden Charms to boaſt ? 


That all Mankind ſhould for her die, 
WhiltI am ſcarce a Toaſt,  _ 


r 
Deareſt Mamma, ſor once let me 
Vochain'd, my Fortune try? 
ll have my Earl, as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why ! - 
Ill ſoon with Jennys Pride quit Score, 
—— all 3 fl | 
They ieve I was not d before 
reh Prevail, Man b 
onan reval Mamma e | 
ER of Hart's Dee, nl 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire! 


| SONG LVI. Margaret's Ghyft. 
Fa Was at the filent Midnight Hour, 
| * On _— Shot, x 
| Marg ret's Eri | 
| | in f ood K ieee Feet. | 
Her Face was like an April M 
. 
= A y- cold was her y 
{| That held her fable Shroud, - 
© ſhall the faireſt Face appear * 
When Youth and Years ppeare 
Such is the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death has reft their Crown. 
Her Bloom was like the ſpringi | 
That fips the Silver Dew 1 58 PP i 
The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, 
| | Juſt op'ning to the View. 
| But Love had, like the Can | 
. 
4 | e grew an 
de dy“ e her Time! Os 
Awake, ſhe cry'd, true Love calls, 
il Come RR Mga ht Grave: 2 
od: Tet thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Thy Love refus'd.to fave, 


7 10s ws * 


This is the dum and dreary Hour, TY” ba 


When injur'd Ghoſts complainz. n 
0 Graves give up their Dead N 


Now ya aves 
To haunt the faithle Swain. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge, and broken Oath : 5 
And 55 me back my Maiden Vow, 
And give me back my Troth. 


Why did you promiſe Love to me, 

And not that Promiſe keep ? oy | 
Why did you ſwear my Eyes were bright, 

Yet leave thoſe Eyes to weep? of 


How could you fay my Face was fair, 

And yet that Face forſake? FS 

How could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Yet leave that Heart to break ? 


Why did you ſay my Lips were ſweet, | 
And why did young vile. Maid 
nd why did I, young Witleſs Maid, 
Believe the fading Tale 8 n 


That Face, alas! no more is ſair, 

. . Thoſe Lips no longer red; | 

Dark are my Eyes, now clos'd in Death, 
And every Charm is fled, | | 


The hungry Worm my Siſt-r is, 
This Winding-Sheet I wear 5 
And cold and dreary laſts our Night, 


Till that laſt-Morn appear. 


Bat hark! the Cock: has warn'd me hence! 
A long and laſt Adieu! | | | 
Come ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies, 

That dy'd for Love of you t. 
The Lark: ſung loud, the Morning ſmi | 
And rais'd her glitt'ring Head: n n=. 
Pale William quak d in every Limb, | 

And raving left his Bed., : 


” + 


That . — breat 
And t on Marg'et's . 

And 7 bo = —— full fore ; 

Then laid his Cheek to the cold Grave, 
And Word ſpake never more. 


N a Bank of Flowers in a Summet's Day, 
£2. Invi ing, and undreſt, 


Bloom of Years bright Celia lay, 

Vith Love and Sleep oppreſt 

When a youthful Swain, With admiring Eyes, 
Wich'd he —_ the fair Maid e 
n a fa, Is &c. | 
Bat fear'd vg ing Spies. 


he gaz gentle * e aro 
n And ner Robes afide ©, 


add the Nleeping Nymph did the Charms aiſtloſe, 
Which waking ſhe would hide: 


He long d to 2 wha 


With a-fa, la, la, &c. 
But durft not ſtil draw nigh, * 
All amaz'd be ſtood, with her Beauties fir d, 
And bleſe d the courteous Wind; 
Then ig Whiſpers ſigh'd, and the Gods ITY 
That Celia might.be kind : 
When with Hope grown bold, he advanc'd anhin, 


But ſic laughed alous is a Dream, and a 
th. a fa, la, la, = 1 


0 the tim'rous Seal, 8 7 

Yet when ahce Deſire has inſlam'd the Soul, 
ii modeit Doubts withdraw 3+ -- 

os the God IT does each For omar, 


SONG LVII. On a Bank of Fewrrs, 


Then his Breath gre w rt, and his Heart beat hi 
4 ME he chanc' to ſpy, We + 


4 # 


1 


? 
+ 
* 


eh re Se 


5 — I no the News . employ Bays 


To ſeize 122 att! Joy a 


h Youth, to * kis 
erz leg Motd coreſs Pain, 
And with — H, g Hands ( (0 "the fimple Swain!) 


Her ſhowy Boſo 
heed flew, 


m preſi d ; 

When the Virgin wary: and 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he w 

With s fo, la, &c. 
But miſs d his Cue. 
Now repenting that he had let her ay, | 

Himſelf he thus accus'd | 
What a dull and ſtupid a Thing wasl, 1 
* — — a r nn be 4. 

t ame U on Plain 
Damon a wa Virgit aſe p betray'd, 


la, 
Vet tet ha go a Maid. 


| o n 40 Time 0 nue. 


4 q u 


. went yoo me 2 7071. wem: 


— Fogg E 


22 bk Clin was i, 


. 
o 


Fab fas Gemini nt + tis 


I mss 2 „ 
he wo Lee Sd pens ng l 


Sts, c 
| Phe Fountain th at wont to run 
 . And dance to ſoft Mirmurs the Pebbles 


M ben my Lamnbkim around: me would oftentimes 
Hed when Phode'anl T wie as joxfol' 4 ** 
Mow pleaſant their Spotting, bow happy the Tame ! | 
hen Spring, Love, and , were all in their Prime? 
But noch in eheir Frolicks, when me they paſs, © 

I fling at their Fleeces an handful of Graſs : 


07, T wwas ever well pleaſed to 
Yay bis Tail to-my fair One .- 
wes , i 


5 


4 ; my Crook : 
nu give bim another 3 for 1 
Be all as bis Maſter, when Phebe's away? 4 
So hag ures, with Phebe, what Sights have I ſeer'! 
id air was the Flower, how. A r Green 
at Appearance the Trees and the Shade, 
and Hedges, and every Thing made ! 
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lay, 


&. 3-50 


Since Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 


| wk 4 
what is of thy deli ? 
13 — where is the Violet's 1 85 10 Blue? 
ht of its Sweetneſs the Bloſſoms 
. „ thiſe Daifes, why dv they nat ile? 
27 1 ce what it was that you dreſt, 
And made yourſebves- fine for, a Place in ber Bret, 
Tow put on your Colours to we ber Eye, 
e on ber Boſom to die. 
the e Bo „till my Phebe return, 
wh the ſoft pliyr's cool Breezes I burn 3 
Methinks, 1f I knew wheye he would ty Ss 
T could br on bis Wings, and 'twould melt down the 
Ny fwifter, ye 2 hither my Dear, (Lead. 
And reſt fo 28 oi bore, -- 
Co ry time is fi 
. il bulge , Bt fair, all this carft ſoy... 
Par Ap e ; 
cure wet, or ſoften my. Pain 
Toke a , js Nr 
But what Swain is > filly to live without Love > | ; 
No, Deity, bid the dear Nymph to return, 
For ne'er was Shepherd ſo ſadly forlorn, - 
S wht foo T dos fall ds wth Der 
Za , Nodes hw hs vr fe os 


SONG LIX. bat ſball I ds, &c, 


Hat ſhall I do, to ſhew how much I love her? 
W How many. Millions of Sighs can ſuffice > 

T hat which wins other Hearts never can move her, : 

Thoſe common Methods of Love ſhell deſpiſe. 


I will love more than Man e'er 1ov'd before me, * 
Gaze on her all the Day, melt all the Night? I 

Till, for her own Sake, at laſt ſhell implore me 
To love hex leſs to preſerve our Delight. 


Men muſt have breat — 2 for new Joſh N 
I wiſh 2 Love could be always improving 


Though "ow Love Oy than Sorrow 


ll. 
| 


N i 


1 To 


Jo your 


| Give, or reccive a wanton Glance, 


[ Wich wan tom Fl 
From Flow' wry to] yg * r ſtill wanders rey, 


ll ID ae 7 card | 


| So, I my 
In each Variety of Joy, 


| haps 
m1 hey*re all but Vifits mh 


2 6110 
In al. Awelia's Arms leave me expiring, 
To be embalm'd by the Sweets f her 
the laſt Moment III ſtill be defiring : 
Never had Hero ſo glorious a Death. 


SONG LX. Jn vain, an Che. 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 
That J, inconſtant, have poſfeſt, 

Or lov'd a fairer he: 5 

Won 17 4 with Eaſe, at once be curd 

Of all the e is yowve long endux'd, | 

_ Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


it then you think, that I can find 

A Nymph more fair, or one more 
You've Reaſon for your Fears ; 

But if impartial you will _ 


and my 
How — are your Tears! > 


If in my Way 1 ſhould, by Chance, 


7 


, 


I like bt wh; I Bow * * 9 

py tt nce, how faint the Rt 
vd to that ſubſtantial gui 

W ich I from you! 


ight the curious Bee 


reeeive 


And where Bloſſom blows, 


— 


=" to as. 


From N mph to Nymph t roam 
n W Ac 
ch pay, 


8 Apr a * 3 


_. 


| 35 we * "I 
| ITH artful Voice, ns 028 you 3 


In vain perſuade me, you a are ns. 

| Since that can never be: 

or he's u Proſelyte of mine, 

hat offen at another's Arn 4 
Thoſe Vows He'made — me. . | 45 


The withleſs fickle Loon, Bi 


Ganges e Rn 

Mx: each Fs 921 RY ; 

mells ev ' 75 fragrant ow'r t * N 
Vet 1 Tis * 


8 


His Quinteffence'of 
80, The, when in wanton ”, 
From air to Fair you, tray, - 
And ſteal fr 


It ſhows, if what lay de true, 
A ſickly Appetite in odo. 

Knorr no fu tial Bliſs, + 

ob u, 8 roving Swain, 
ho' ſeemingly Ja hug your ras, Gs, 

4 we; know, get free "a $A 
To fip freſh balmy Sweets'of Love, | 99 
From Bower to Bower wilely wwe. 

And imitate your Bee. 


Then calm that flutt ring Thing 8 
Let it admit no other Dart 3 To 


But reſt with me alone: 

For while, dear Bee, you rove ind OY 

Should you return without your Sting, 
Id not protect a Drone. 


SONG LXHL I'll range rund, tics 2 


LL range around the Thady Bowers, 
And 45 all the ſweeteſt Flowers; 

| ſtrip the Garden and the Grove, 

To- make 4 r fo for my Love. 


F v2 7 F 
When in the ſultry Heat of Day | Co 0 
My thirfty Nymph does panting lay, ; hk, - 


| I'll haften to the Fountains Brink, 
And drain the Stream that ſhe may drink. 
At Night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy Bed I'll make my Lobe, 
And with green Boughs I'll form a Shade, 
That nothing may her Reſt invade. 
And whilſt diffoly'd in Sleep ſhelyes, 
My {elf ſhall never cloſe theſe Eyes s. | 
But gazing ſill with fond. Deli ht, - CAE 
Pl ight.. * 


watch my Charmer all the N 


And then as ſoon as chearful Day 
Diſpels the loony Shades away, 
Forth to the Foreſt b'll repair, 
And find Proviſion for. my Fair,, 


Thus will Iſpend the Day and Night 
Wo. SY! mixing Pleaſure lch Delight; 
it! Regarding nothing I endure, | X 
So Tcan Eaſe for her procure. a 
i But if the Maid, whgm thus I love, 
il * Shou'd er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
en ccek ſome diſmal diſtant Shore, | i 
And never think of Woman more. 
F SONG LXII. Send hom? my lig, Kt. 
N End home m ſtra d Eyes to me. 
„Which ah i . love dwelt on thee; 
But if from thee they ve learn'd ſuch Ill, 

3 To ſwee:ly ſmile, a 
| | Anq then beguile, ü 
| Keep the Deceivers, keep them ſtill. 
Send home my harmleſs Heart again 
| Which no 1 1 Thought could ſtains- 
Bat if it has been taught by thine, 4 
To ſorfeit bot 

0 


— - 


| Its Word and Oath, _ 
| Keep ity for then dcs none of mine. 


| 


| | . 1 13 p | 
Yet ſend me home my Heart and Eyes, 
That I may ſee and know thy Lyes. 
And laugh one Day perhaps when thou | 
dhalt grievefor one * * 
Thy Love will ſcorn, * 
And prove as falſe as thou art now, 


SONG LXIV. Tho cruel you fem, tee 


HO' cruel you ſeem to my Pgi 
And hate me hecauſe I am — | 
Let Phillis, you love a falſe Swain — 
Who bas other Nymphs in his View, 
' Erjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heaven it would be! 
Jo him but a Woman you ſeem, 
But ah! you're an Angel to me. 
Thoſ Lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow 
Still clinging around t hat dear Waiſt, 
« Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
f That Arm, like a Lilly ſo white | 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 
My Boſom could Warm it all N 
y Lips they would preſs it Bay. * 
Were I like a Monarch to reign vel 
ic; Were Graces my Subjects to be, ob 
SY, Pd leave them and fly to the Plain, » 
To dwell in a Cottage, with thee: 
But if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, : 2 
I.! Tears cannot Cruel ty dro wn, 
O! let me not live in this Pain 
But give me my Death in a Frown. 


SONG LXV. nn 1 fndy, ee. 
F 7 Hil fondly view the Charmer, _ 
Thus the Go] of Love I ſue, 


Gentle Cupid, pray difarm her, 
68 if you loye me, e. mY 


» >, 
* = 
* — * 
2 2 n 
— 6 
8 "wan 
A 4 -— 4x 


| 


3 


Of a thouſand Sweets bereave her,, 
W Rob her Neck, her Lips and Eyes, | 
© The remainder ſtill will leave ner 
, Power enough to tyranize. 
Shape and Feature, Flame and P | 
Still in every Breaſt will mave, - 
More is Supererog ation, 
Meer Idolatry of Love: 
You may dreſs a World of Chloes: 
In the Beauties ſhe can ſpare. 
Hear him, Cupid, who no Foe is 
To your Altars, or the Fair. 
Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
APY Cupid made Reply, 
Do Fhirella's Charms diſpleaſe you, 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die: 
Fancy not that VII deprive her 
Of the captivating Store; 
Shepherd, no, Pl! rather give her | 
Twenty thouſand Beauties more. n 


Were Horella proud and four, > 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care: 

Juſtly then you'd pray that Power \ 
Shou'd be taken from the Fair: 

But tho? I ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
No Relief in that you'll find; be 

Still, fond Shepherd, you'll adore her, 
For the Beauties of her Mind. 


SONG LXVL Y:Shepherds, &c. 


5 HE Nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
No leſs than a Wonder by Nature defign's : 
She's the Grief of my Heart, the Joy of my Eye, 
And, the Cauſe of a Flame that never can die. | 
Her Mouth, from whence Wit (till obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiful Bluth and the Smell of the Roſe; - 
Love and Deſtiny both ſtill attend on her Will, 
phe. wounds with a Look, with a Frown ſhe can kill. 


1 +44 * 


n : g 

deſperate Lover can hope no Redr 5 

| how Tote and Rigour are both in — 1 
| ! in Sitvia they meet, ſo unhappy am I, 
Vo ſees her muſt love, and who loves her muſt die. 


Iso LXVIL The hayint, Re. 
HE happieſt Mortals once were we, 
4 1 1lov'd Myra, Myra me, 
Each deſirous of the Bleſſing 
Nothing wanting but poſſeſſing; 
Ilov'd Mya, Myra me, 5 
The happieſt Mortals once were we, 
But fince cruel Fates diſſe ver, 
Tom from Love, and torn for ever, 0 
Tortures end me, | 
Death befriend me; 
Of all Pains the greateſt Pain 
Is to love — and love in vain, 


SONG LXVIIL % Minutes, Ge. 


JE Minutes wy the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bow'r 5 a 
Then ſhall all idle Flames be o'er, #74 
Nor Eyes, or Heart, e&'er wander more: 
Both Chloe, fix d for e' er on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me.. 


A Guilty is a falſe Embrace, 
Cormna's Love's a Fairy-chaſe: 0 
Be gone thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive Deſire: 
44 ' Chloe my Reaſon moves, and we, 
And Cupid ſhot me when he ag. 
| SONG LXIX. Greenwood Tres; 
i. Hen hardly I conceal my Tears! DES'A 
How oft did I complain ! 
When many tedious Days my Fears 
| 1 old me, I lov'd in vain. | 


-—_ 


* 


— 


4 


al 44, & id 
But now wy Joys ns wild are grown, 


And hard conceald;z 
Sorrow may make a ſilent Moan, 
But Joy will be reveal'd. 
tell it to the bleeting Flocks, 
Tov ev'ry Stream and Tree, 
And bleſs the hollow murmuring Roeks,. 
For echoing back to me. | 
Thus you may ſee with how much Joy. 
| We want, we wiſh, believe 
lis hard ſuch Paſſion to deſtroy, 
But eaſy to deceive. 


uel Creature, can you leave me 

Can you then ungrateful prove? 

Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to ſlight my conftant Love. 


Falſe ungrateful, thus to woo me, 
ThisXo-make my Heart a Prize ;. 
- Firſt to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyranize. 
Shall 1 ſend to Heav'n my Pray*r s 
Shall I all my Wrongs relate ? 
Shall I curſe the dear er > 
No, alas! it is too late, 
* ah * pity my Condition, 
terce this unrelenting Swain; 


” wm Co OOO 9 Vs = 
- - = — 


Hear a tender Maid's Petition, 
And reſtore my Love again. 


3——— — . — 


— — — 


8 1 Had rather enjoyG |} 
ä A Girl that is coy, 

Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
For though for a while, 
- _ _ =, She ſcareely will ſmile, 

Vet at length her Fort is invaded, 


OOO” DEN ti es oo 


—— —ͤ—„— 


SONG LXX. 2 ne, tell me, vie, 


SONG LXXI, I bad rather enjey. 


Po 


And begin by Degrees to be kind. 


( m1 A 
When then ſhe's | 
You doubly are 0 | 
Tho! from Pleaſure a while you're confin'd 3 
The Heart is on Fire rs 
With zealous Deſire, 


ll 


And the Joy of a Lover refind. n 


The Pleaſure's not full, 
But damnably dull, 


When too willing a Miſtreſs we find; 


I'd have her firſt Frown, + 
er Paſſion diſown, 


-- 


SON G LXXII. 7+ gentle Gales, Kc. 
V* pee Gales that far the Air, 


nd wanton in the flow'ry Grove, 7 


Oh! whiſper to my abſent s fs 
ez 


My ſecret Puiry mv endl 


And at the breezy Cloſe, of Day, 


When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool Retreat, 


Throw ſpicy Odours in her Way, 3 | 


And ſcatter Roſes at her Feet. 


Thit when ſhe ſeed their Colours s 8 


And all their Pride neglected lie, 
Let it inſtruct the charming Maid. 

That Sweets, not timely gather d, die. 
And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 


Let ſome auſpicious Viſion ſhow, © | * > 


Who 'tis that loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for her I undergo, ' 


SONG#LXXIIL. Dying Swain, © 


WAS on a River's verdant Side, $652, 


4 


About the Cloſe of Day, 
A dying Swan with Muſick try'd, 
Jo chaſe her Cares away. 


Or tun 


Ard though ſhe ne'er had ſtrain'd her Throat, 


d her Voice before, 
A While the Stroke forbore. 


Death, raviſh'd with ſo ſweet a Note, * 


4 ö 
4 . 


N 
| 


- 
- 


— | 


— 


| * 110 F * 
Fi a the OOTY + 


| e pu 
| Where the e 


u I muft no more converſe, 2 

wie e ng chern 
ts, While L theſe mo. 
And then I muſt be 885 * 
Mourh not, my kind and a 
Wen — — . 
i che kind Decree of Fats, 
ieee eee 
WE While thus , upon a Tres, © 
| Within th" dern Wood, A ORs bee 
To hear her tmournfu! Melody, | 


A Stork attentive ſtood : 


E From whence, nia to the dens the Pes, 9 
ee mears this Song of Joy.! 

it,, fond Fool, 8 End a Se, 

Thit doe thy Lis deer 
| Turn back, deluded Bird, and | 
C E ae n 

Nr a di t Thing 50 die, | £ 
| "And Pleaſure ends in Death. 

| Baſe Vork, che Swan reply'd, sive o 


Arguments are vain; 


j 
N 


1 
# 


- 


| 


Death we are-no more,. 
Yet we are free from Pain. 


[But there are ſoft Elin Shades, 
+ And Bowers 0 Repoſe, 
here never any torm invaded, 
Nor Tempel ever blow. . 


1 
' 


on Nancy, whilft thus I complain, * 38 
{| _ Do:s your Heart never flutter nor beat, 
Nor have you no Senſe of my Pain, 1 


1 


<a 6. 6 

There in cool Streams, and ſhady Woods, 
II fort the Time away; 

Or (wimming down the cryſtal | | 
Among young Halong play. 3 

Then, prithee-ceaſe, or tell me why, 

2 hve ſuch Cauſe to grieve, -- by 


A 0th Y 


Since tis a Happineſs to die, 


And its a Pain to live? | | 
SONG LXXIV. Tweed Si 
IKE a wandering Ghoſt I appear, 

L All filent, neglected, and 5 
Tormented by Hopes and Deſpai 
I figh when all others are 8 ad. 
No Joys in this Town can I find, 
— 1 bind, 65 
ce ſhquld regret being blind, 
Toall other Objetts but then. 
In the Fields as I faunter along, 
Ilook but for thee, in my way, 
And if from my Sight thou art gone, 
I mourn all the reſt of the Day 3 
Or if that by Chance thou art there, 
I ſhun ev'ry Mortal I meet, n 
Nor reli the Walk or the Air, 
Thou only canſt render them ſweet; 


Whilft the Torment I bear is ſo great 232 
Muft thoſe wandering Eyes always rove, 


On ev'ry new 1 byoule?- Lt £4 


muſt you reward my true Love. 
And fix them at laſt upon me? 


PONG LEXV. Ser what a Congusft, Re. 


C EE what a Conqueſt Love has made? 


the Myrtle's amorous Shade 


„ 
# 


. _, 


* 8 


- 


* 5 % 
"++. ” 
* 


* 1 


"» 
1 * 
* * 
: , 
% 


"©, we 


j 14 


1 


To her Eyes brigheſt Rays did bow, | 


And then they'll neꝰ er fly true, 


Or why that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 
And Kindleup my Flames anew * 


{ wo J' 

The charming, fair Corinna li 
* melting tn DS 80 ; E | 
Quenching in Tears thoſe lowing 

That 2 the World on fire. * FA 
What cannot Tears and Beauty do? 
The Youth by ce 8 by, and knew 
For whom thoſe Cryſtal Streams did flow; 

And cho' he ne'er before | | | 


Weeps too, and doesadore. 


So when the Heavens ſerene and clear, 
Gilded with gaudy Light, appear, 
Each craggy Rock and ev'ry $ 
Their native Rigour keep; 
But when in Rain the Clouds fall down, 
The hardeſt Marbles weep, EF; 4 | 
SONG LEXVI. Young Cupid, Gr. 
Oun id one Day wilely, pf 
. Wok bh diſſembled 
Let fly an Arrow ſlily, 
And pierc'd me to the Heart. 
A while I figh'd, grew ſtupid, 
But to quit Scores with Capi | 
Tlearn'd a Way, which ſoon Pl! try, 
Since Reaſon takes my Part: | 
Fil ſteal away his Arrows, _ 
And ſweet Revenge purſue : : 
With Women's Hearts Pl! head em, 


No, no, they'll ne er fly true. N | 
SONG LXXVII. Genth touch, &c. 
IT 7HY, lovely Charmer, tell me why, 
So very kind, and yet ſ6 ſhy ? 
Why does that cold forbidden Air 
Give Damps of Sorrow and Deſpair 2 


i 


. 1 
, 1 . <p ; 
= 3 * 


1 


n vain you rive with all your Are,” 
By Turns, to freeze and fire my . 8 
When I bchold@ Face fair, © © - 2 
So ſweet a Look, ſofoft an Air, Be 
My raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all ver, Dr 4 
. 1 cannot love thee leſs or more. % 


SONG LXXVII. Lanthe * 


Anthe the the the 
J By Iphis was he Fo gf he Gi 
liv'd in the Touth, and the Touth in the fair; 
Their Pleaſure was equal, ani their Gang 0 
No Time, nor Enjoyment, their withdrew, 
But the longer they li v', "fall Mt Kot ov 
A Paſjon ſo alarm'd all the P 


Sme exvy'd the but | he Swain 
be Fore, nl be hits eee 


1% all canine toe jo ex) oe are males} 7 
ent none ever Ring 9 
* fo R or a Shepherd ſo true. va % 8 
u them with Plate and vi totake C 

e innmbennt Pair; 
What either 44 oanty N either t6 mines 
Ao: 4-4 4} 


bk ” = . 
i "2 
ain as +" 
. 4 


1449. Fa might by ks ate e true, 6%; 


50NG LXXIX. i Celia near, bc. 


8 einen flow ry 8 
F 


Her Eyes the Blaze of 


\ 1 
— 4 > i 22 <P i 
Her Looks encrea#d'the —— + Ro 
* 2 : 8 


The Roſesbluſh'd 3 Redl, 
To ſee themſelves outdone; 1 | 
The Lites rung N 1 * 
To . Riyal ſhone, . - + 
M 


= 
« 1 J * = * 3 
\ þ 1 wy £ 


—̃ä— = : — 
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OT is. rs. ts ng on 


TO Dore nr in 
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j 


* 


— 


Since Fate has deereed us ; 


e at vs it both an ere e 


For ( 5 2 


ick through ehe Air of this Retreat, 
A Pee in ud 100 f ews | A 
rd to rifle eve wg, _ 


FPrepa 
x And fip the balmy 


Drawn by 1 * — — of her Breath, 

Her Row Li he found: 

Where he in Tranſport met his Debs 
And dropp'd-upon the Ground. 

Enjoy, bleſs d Bee, enjoy thy F ate, | 

or at thy Fall repine, 

Since Kings wou'd quit their Royal State, 
To ſhare ath like thine. 


SONG LXXX. Love and Fah. 


OE and Folly were at Play, 
Both too wanton to be wiſe z 


fell out, and in their Fray, 


of Fe put out Cepids Eyes. 


Strait the Criminal was tryd. 
And had his Puniſhment aſſign'd, 
_ Folly ſhould to Love be ty'd, 
And condernn'd to lead the Blind, 


> hen wiſely lets venture, 
Our ſelves to degei ve. 


. 


Jo Love and Believe. 


For al we Gn g 
By our Wiſdom and Eyes, Þ' x4 


"> 
OE Y ; 


** dad ourſc] ves cheated, 


Andgw#fetched, when wiſe.” 


80 N GLXXXI. if Loves a . &e, 


bitter, O tell me whence-comes Complaint? 

Tagen with Pleaſure, why ſhould 11 completa? 
Vr grieve at my Fate, fince 1 Rnow tis in va? 
Te Jo pleajang the Pain is, ſo ſoft ii the Dart, 


I 2 Paſſin, why does it torment ? A 


b 


| { 72 723 1 | 
be r Hark ly, Took languiſhi Adel i. Je 
, 1 make my — 1 oh 
1 I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove, -  * 
* willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love {48 
When ſtriving to bide, ſhe reveals all ber Nesse = - 
And ur Eyes tell each other, what neither dare nam, il 


How pleaſing is Beauty, how feveet are the Charms VT i 
Hv delightful — bow. peacef ul hey Arms As 1 
- i 


Erden _— eaſy as learning to lyve' ; 2 
'Tis ta rth,, and i all Tings above: 1. 

4% Hl, brig bt Sandard al Heroes nut yeild,}. | 
Fr'tis Beauty thats conquers, and keeps the fair Feld. 


$ON G LXXXII. Three Wee, ke, 


EE, ſee, like Venus ſhe appears, 
N With all her Heaven of Charms ! ö 
Her ſpotleſs Form, her blooming Tears, 99 ö | 
Enchant me to her Arms, „ *. if 
Were I to chuſe my Fav'rite Joy; ; 
Or Love, or Kingly Sway,  _ we 
Her Smiles would all my Hours employ, & 2 
And (port the World away, | 5; 


4 

SONG LXXXII. fs vain, fi. . 
N Vain, fond Youth, thy Tears give 8 13 1 
= 

. 

= 


What more, alas ! can Mavis do? 1 D 185 
hy Truth T own, thy Fate deplore: N 5 5 
All are not happy that are True. 
8 2 © 


21 thoſe Sighs and weep no more? 

Should Heaven and Earth with thee combine, 
ere all i in vain, fince any Power 
To crown thy Lhive muſt alter mine, = 


But if Revenge can eaſe thy Pai Pa, 
TU footh the IllsT canngt cure,” . 355 1 N 
Till that I drag a hopeleſs Chain. 2 B8t 
And all that LiofliQt, endure. 


333 M 2 * * 


| il Could we but change Conditions, 
if. My Grief would all be en; 


ZN 
= 4 * * 


vll de no more a Rover, 


And you the Patient grown: 


| # 1 I Enfo red with gen?rous Pity, 
Then make my Caſs your own. 


wi | Has moſt melod ions Lays, 
l Wing, 


Far know, thou cruel Creature, 


And T ſtrlll fing the fweeter, 


Y Chloe, why do you flight me, 
Since all you agk you have? 
No more with Frowns affright me, 
0 r uſe me like a Slave: | | 
Good Nature to diſeover 

e well your faithful Lover, 


1 


But conſtant to my Grave. 


Were I'the kind Phyfician, 


Allown you're wond'rous pretty, G 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, ys 


he Silvan Swan, when dying, 


Like him, When. Life is 8 
In Songs I'll end my Days 5 


My Soul hall. mount the fleeter, 
By warbling forth thy Praiſe. : 
SONG LXXXV. n foould, &c. 


I Oblige us to each other now, 


HY ſhould a foolifhi Marriage Vow, 
Which long ago was 5 


oy: en Paſſion is decay'd ? , Ja : AE 1 7 
We lov'd, and we lovd 
As long s we cod. 
Till Love was lov'd out of us both: 
But our Marriage is dead, Ki 
+ When the Pleaſure fe fled s 1 
© T's Pleaſure firſt made it an Oath. 


& : x 
4s b 1 
1 


HF + 


( 15 ) 
| U have Pleaſure for a. Friend, 
S. And ſurther Love in ſtore, G 

what Wrong bas he whoſe Joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more? ** 
»Tis « Madneſs that he 82 . 
Shou'd be jealous of me, „ 2 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another Wy 
For all w e*can gain, 1 
ls to give our ſelves Pain, 1 a 
When neither can hinder-the other: e 


SONG LXXXVI. & Leinſter, S. 


Y, fly, ye Happ Shepherds, By 
| rel Hileo's hare” aan 
he Rigour of her Heart 2 4 . 

The Heaven that's in her Arms. 

a Neer hope to gaze and then retire, | 
Nor yeilding to be ble 

Nature, who form'd her r Eyesol F Fire, 
Of Ice compos'd her Br 


Yet, lovely MO this once believe | 

A Slave, whoſe Zeal you. move: e 
The Gods, alas, your Youth R 

The Heaven conſiſts in Love. 3 4 

In _ of all the 1 wy you owe, Sn 

ou may reproach em this; * 
That where they did their Form below, f 

. | They have deny'd their Bliſs, - 


SONG LXXXVI. 7 bv'd « bow Loh: 


. ELL me, tell me, charming Creature, PF. 
| Will you never eaſe my Pain + 4440 
uſt I die for ev*ry. Fexture? - iy, {Sr 
Muſt 1 always love in vain 5 . 
The Defire of Admiration 6 £0" "La 
is the Pleaſure you purſue : -- 7 
Pr 'ythee, try a laſting Paſſjon, - e * S 
Such a M all R 7 5 


2 


, * tins Cm 3. tot AL FEEL 
- «, TY SIE © r * a * 
R 


P 3 

For a Lover ought to dare: . 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 

Then you ſaid went too 
Are ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming ? 

Win my Dear be fickle ſtill ? 
Conqueſt | is the Joy of Women, * 
Let their Slaves be what they will. 
Your 9 with Tarments fill me, 

And my de ſp'rate I loughts increate; 
Pra Ar. conſider, if you kill me, | * 
[ ow will have A Lover leſs, X 
ff your wand'ring Heaxt is beating 

er new Lovers, let it be; £8) 

But hen you have done Coquetting,” 
Name a y and fix on me. "7 


WONG LEXXVIL 25 Love war, be. 
Love was fickle, once and changing, 
Nor e'er would ſettie ! in my Heart; 
rom Beauty ſtill to Bow ranging, 
2 — Face I ſou ke 
a charmingIape enſlav'd me, 
fad +- Eye then gave th al Stroke, 


Jul by her Wit Corinna fav'd me, | 
And all my former Fetters Boks | Fn. 
me now a Jeng and laiting Angu 
For * dera 1 1 r 
urly 1 ſigh, and hourly 
hape do find the Wanted Cure. - 
For here _ falſe inconſtant Lover, 
After a Thoufand Beauties ſhe WU. 
Does now ſurprizing Charms aover, 
And finds Variety in one. 


SONG LXXXIX. Wit mb, Kc. 
AIR ant ft 
I d hl 


1 


There was n Way to 'ſcape the Dart, 
No Care could guard 4 Heart! 

4h wby ! cryd I, 2 a Narr, 
( Advriag, yet deſpairing here, 

To have her to my ſel; alan, 


Was jo much Seweeine/s mage for o- + 4B 


But growing bolder in her Ear, 

I in joſt Numbers told m/ Care: 
She beard, and rais d m: from her Feet, - 

And ſeem'd to glow _—_ equal _ 

Like Heaven's too mi to efs _ 

M eat 52 bat ae che g 
4 bol ſaid I, what have I dne, 
To wiſh her made for more than one! 


But long I had wot been in View 
are her Eyes their Beams withdrew, 
Eve I had reckan'd half her Charms, : 


* 


She ſunk into ant ber's Arms, 3 
But ſhe, that once could f aithleſs be, 1 
Will favour him no more than mae 3 4 Ke 
He too will find him elf undone | 5 
4ud that ſhe's mae tar e then ons. Y 4 


„ 


IN ye Iding firſt to Dames Fla 
N 1 ſunk ite his A > 
He Swore hed ever be the fame, 

Then riſted all my Cham.. 


But ſond of what he long deſir'd, 
loo eager of his Prey 2 
My Shepherd's Flame, alas, expir'd 
Before the Verge of Day. x — 


My Innocence of Lovers Wars, 

Keproach'd his quick Defeat; 7 25 

Confug'd, aſham' d, and bath'd in Tear, [ZN 
L mourn'd his cald Retreat. 


* 78 


1 
%., 
« * 
aid * 


— — Non. —U— ——7ͥ So 2 —— 
— - * — 


rn 
length, ah Shepherdeſs, cry'd he, 
Would you my Fire renew, * 
Lou muſt, alas, retreat like me; 
18 Im loſt if you purſue. 3 
mA SONG XCI. Celia,” too late you, &c; 
l., too late you wou'd repent, 
WA The offering all your Store, e 
We 1s now but like a Pardon ſent, 
lo one that's dead before. 
Waile at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the Bliſs too late, 
rau hinder me of one I lov'd, 
Bo To give me one I hate. 


I'thought you. innocent as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made; 
But when your Falſtioods plain appear, 
My Love no longer ſtay c. 
|: Your Bragging of theſe Favours ſhown, . 
| - Whoſe | 


| orth you firft deface, 
| Is rar. valu'd Medals down, 
| And glving us the Braſs, _ 
O! ſince the To beg's a Toy 
That's priz'd by . | 
ey Why cannot Women grant the Joy 
WH Before the Love is gone. k 


WH. SON G XCI. ' Haſte Shepherd, &c. 
WH Gently touch'd her Hand, ſhe gave 


4A that did my Soul enſlaves © 
1 e of rebel Lies bs vain, OE: 


. 


| The noſe up to be preſs'd again: 
| This boy I 0 for — GOES” 4. - 
to asd and innocent. , 

fts my Hand I laid, 


8 
2 


| ** 129 ) 
with a kindly Warmth, did glow, 
2 and ſeem d to overflow : 

Tet truſt me, I no farther meant, 
Than ts be pleas d and imat. 


XC; | + {i "4 BY 
; ter Eyes did. ſtray, 25 
22 N Heart Bl rey; . 3 2 
Each Senſe was raviſb d with Delight, "Es Wc 
Andmy Soul ſtood 5 271 for Flight : 4 
Blame me not, if at laſt I meant, 
More to be pleavd, than inneent, _ Ka” 
SONG XCHE. I, all the Mir, Sc, 


* 
4 


ES, all the WorJd wilt fore agree, 
Y He, who's ſecur'd of having thee, . 
ill be entirely bleſt ; 
But *twere in me doo great a Wrong, | 
To make one who has been fo long *. 
My Queen, my Slave at laſt. 


Nor ought theſe Things to be confin d. 

That were for Publick Good deſign d- 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh Pride, | 

Make the Sun always with us ſtay, 

wou d burn Our Corn and Graft away, 
And ſtarve the World be ſide. 


Let not the Thoughts of Parting fright, 
Two Souls which Paſſion does unite; 
For while our Love does laft. 
Neither will ſtrive to go away, 
And why the Devil ſhould we itay, 
When- once that Love is paſt. 


SONG XCIV, Hur Amoret i, Sc. 
AIR Amoret is aftra e 
F Purſue, and ſeek her — Lover; 


II tell che Signs-by which you may _ 7 - 
1he Wand'ring Shepherdeſs diſcover. nt 


4 730 3 
| Comte co acne or Air, PA 


Both ſtudy d, tho? both-ſcem find 
1 * Careleſ rag with artful em veg | 4 
| JE Affecting to ſeem unaffected. ; 


. Skill her Eyes dart ev” ry Glance, 


* 


— — 
— ä — 
WEED — — 
2 
— — — SD 
* 
: * 
„ YT . N * 
* d 


For ſhe'd perſuade they woun eY 
- Tho? certain Aim and Art dir them. 
She likes herſelf, ye! et others hates, 5 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes 5 « 
Er | And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
| TY 125 is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


SONG XCV. T weed: Side. | 
Re the Sight of my Dear, 


__ with Pleaſure I ſee, 
' thouſands all round me appeat, 
The World's but a Deſart to me; 
Ev*ry Morning her Charms to ſurvey” 
Ss Abſence LA gladly excuſ ce 
Tis her Eyes that reſtore me the Day, pF 
*Tis Night when their Luſtre I=-< 


In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
Ihe Fields dreſ'd fo blooming y gay, 
The Birds that delightfully ſing, 

1185 1 ht not when Ceha's away : 
0 f. ve the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
And the Seaſons unheeded may roll, 
Her Preſence like Midſummer warms- 
Her Abſence outfreezes the Pole. 


Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
l weeping disburthen my Care; 
I tell to the Rocks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Ecchoes but ſooth my Deſpair: 

e Streams that ſoft — fiow, _ 

- Convey to my Love ev'ry T _ 
Ye Rocks that reſound with my Woe, 
| . 9 185 my nnn in her Far. 


ty * 


— 
— 


1 . 


Let change ſo ſoon you'd ne 64's ſuſſ — * 


( 131 ) 

) Tell her I languifhing lie, £2 
In the midſt. ot Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That tis only herſelf can 122399 

The Cure that retrieves oy the Tomb. 
And if the dear Charmer ſhall deign | 
To equal. my amorous Fire, 
will eaſe all my Pain, 
d new Pleaſure inſpire. 


SON G XCVI. - Not this bloming, tc,” I 


OT this | blooming April Seaſon 
Can relieve.my aching Heart; 
Spight of all the Force of Reaſon, 
Still I at a frantick Part: 
As the Canker eats the Roſes, 3 
And the ſpringing Green deftroys, © 
So Deſpair my Reſt oppoſes, 
And conſum es my riſing Joys. 


wy id ny Field and Mountain, 
Flow'ry Jain and verdant 8 
Warbling Bird and ſparkling F 
Minds me of my luckleſs * ag 
b the Cowſlip I diſcover, ' - + 
as go er the Primroſe Fair, 
figh) my gentle Lover! 
ata have cropp'd to deck my Hair, 
If I fadly fit refleQting f 
By ſome bloomy Hawthorn Tree; 
All my Sorrows recollecting, 
Love, I cry, reſembles thee: 
He all Flow 'ry can appear 
Jo conceal his poiſon'd Dart; | 
Bu; the Wretch, that truſts him near, 
Grafps a Thorn and wounds the Heart. 


SON G XcvII. My Goddes Cela, Er, 


HEN Sylvia ſtrikes the trembling Strings, N 
VII She by with Melody divine; PE. | 
But if a melting Air The fings, ; 


In Concert all the Muſes join, 


* 
The - iy wanton etle Loves 
* Around 9 beautrous Charmer flys 
nd ev'ry Way the Virgin moves, | 
1 (She makes us love, and bids us die. * 
WIT The Graces preſs about the Fair, 
WE Where Youth and blooming Glories reign ; 
wa And, while her Voice employs the Ear, 
111.8 Her Eyes provoke an atn'rous Pain, 
WF How hall 1 mitigate wy Woes ? 
Wan O! wo Be the 4 Redre ? | 
AA Stranger to 
mm Where Charms and Mae both oppreſr 
With her in fs gg we go; 
We ſoar n ſhrill ſhe 3 
And to {ok e Cadence ſinking low : 
Intent the Faculties ap 5 
Italian Songs are wogt to please, 7 5 
If Tho” Senſeleſs Words join Harmony : * 
But ev'ry one to agrees, | 
Both Senſe and meet in thee. 


so NG Kevin. Chiee, who 1 te, 


{li Hhe, when I View thee ſmiling, © 
Joys celeftial r ound me move, 
If - Pleafing Viſions, Care beguiling, | 

* Guard my State, and crown my Love. 


Too behold thee ily ſhining, 
ls a Pleaſure. paſt deſigning, - 
Ev'ry Feature charms my Sight ; 

But, O Heav'ns! when Lm careſſing, 

Thrilling Rapt never ceafing, 
Fill my Soul wit ft Delight, -—+ 
i Oh! thou lovely deareſt Creature! 
| Sweet 1 of my Heart? 


0 Beauteous Mat er · piece of Nature 
| Gan ofa wy Joy an Far 


, &e | 


C Fg.) 

In thy Arms enfolded lay me, 

To difolying Bliſs convey me, 
Softly foott,my Soul to Reſt ; 

Gently, kindly, oh my Treaſure ! 

Bleſs me, let me die with Pleaſure, 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt. 


SON G XCIX, Celia, my Heart, &c. 


Elia, my Heart has often rang'd 82.5 
Like Bees o'er gaudy Flow ers, 
And many Thouſand Loves has chang'd, - 
Till it was fix'd on yours: 
But Celia, when I ſaw thoſe Eyes, 
'T was ſoon determin'd there; 
Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
And vaniſh into Air. 


Now, if from this great Rule I err, 
New Beauties to adore, 

May I again turn, Wanderer, 
And never ſettle more, 8 


SONG C. Thou riſing Sun, Sc. 


HOU rifing Sun, whoſe gladſome Ray 
big Fair to — Play, 
Diſpel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
And bring my Orra to my Eyes. 
0 were I ſure my Dear to view 
I'd climb tho Pine-tree!s topmeſt Bowgh, 
Aut in Air that quivering plays, 
And round and round for ever gaze. 
My Orra Moor, where art thou laid >: 
What Woods conceal my ſleeping Maid? 
Up by the Roots, enrag'd I'll tear 
le Trees that hide my promis'd Fair, 
0h! cowd I ride on Clouds and Skies, 
Or on the Ravens Pinious riſe 3 
Te Storks, ye Swans, a Moment ſtay, 
And waft a Lover on his 0 | 


— — — . mV 


EY 
ly Jr 1 25 5 Oy aw 


52: 
A 20 15 Wintry 7% | 
| þ Not — or Nights Tauer me. Bere. 
| | = What may for Strength cuith Steel compare ? 
g Oh 1 Ties bas raw gms ww 
l Bols of Steel are Limbs confind,. 
i cue! Love endhains the, Mand. 
| | No longer then perplex.thy Breaſts. | 
When bts tor ment, the anmks, 
"Tis mad to go, tis Death to 
Away to Orra, baſte away. 


SONG CI. Pnever ſaw. a, Face, &c. 


Never ſaw a Face till now, 
That could my Paſſion me move: 
lik'd, and ventur'd, many a Vom, 
But durſt not think of Love. 


Till Beauty, charming every Senſe, 
An eaſy onqueſt made 3 | 
And ſhew'd the Vainnefs of — 
| — While Phillis ddes invade. 
But oh! her colder Heart denies, 
| The Thoughts her Loos inſpire; 
And while in Ice that frogen lies, 
Her Eyes dart only Fires 
B-twixt Extreams I am undone, 
Like Plants too Northward ſer, 
Burnt by too violent a Sun,, 
Or child for want of Heat. 


SONG CL. Fair Chloe, my Breaf, &c, 


"AIR Chloe my Breaſt ſo ala. 2 
From her Power no ſt eſuge L find, 
If another I take to my Arms, 
Yet my chhe is then in my Mind. 
Unbleſs d with the Joy Rill 4 a Pleaſure I want, 


Which none but my Chloe, na can grant. 


Let Chloe but ſmite I'grow gay, 
And I feel my — oth Delight, 
On Chloe I could gaze all the Day, 
And Chbe I wiſh forall Night. 
Oh! did he know how I do love, 
And the Pleaſure of loving again, 
My Paſſion her Favour would move, 
And in Prudence ſhe'd pity my Pain: ; 
Good Nature and Int'reft ſhou'd both make her kind, 
For the Joy ſhe might give, and the ſoy ſhe might find 


SONG CI. 'Cynthia frowns, &c. 
Iathia frowns wheneer I woo her, 
Yet ſhe's ved if I give over: 
uch ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover. 
Thus in doubting, ſhe'Tefufes, * 

And not winning thus ſhe loſes. - 
Pr'ythee, Cynthia, oak behind youz 
Age and Wrinkles will d'ertake you, 
Then too late Deſires will find you, 

When the Power does forſake u. 
Think, ob! think 3 oh! fad Condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition'! - 


SONG CIV. Id my Fancy, &. 
ight Cynthin's Pow'r divinely 
B hat Heart is not obeying ? 
Thouſand Cupidꝭ on her wait, 
And in her Eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign : 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such Sweets as beft can entertain 
The Guſt of all the Senſes. 


Her Face a charming Proſpect brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliſſes; 
I hear an Angel when ſhe fings, 
And taſte of Heav'n N Ki 
# 2 


3 Fog Swain, thy Sighs ſorbear, 


wa} | 

Four Senſes thus ſhe ſeaſts with Joy,» - + + - + 

From Nature's richeſt Treaſure: „ 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 4 * £3 


| And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 
SONG CV. Pulib Swain, thy, &c. 


Nothing can her Paſſion move: 
Celia, with a careleſs Air 
Laughs to hear the Tale of Love, 


Darts and Flames the Nymph defies, 

Joys with others Hearts beguile; 

Pleaſure ſparkles in her Eyes, 
Gay without an am'rous ſmile. 


Celia, like the feather'd Choir, 
Ever on the Wing for Flight, 
_ from this to that Defire, 
lutt'ring ſtill in new Delight, 
Pleas'd ſhe ſeems rs on are by, 
And when abſent, ſhe's the ſame z 
Talks of Love like you or I, 
But fancies it an empty Name. 


Always eaſy, ever kind, 
When you think you haveher ſure, 

Such a Temper you will find, 
Quick to wound but ſlow to cure. 


SONG CVI. Mil in the, &c. 
| Wi in the bow'r, with Beauty bleſt 
hil 


The lov'd Amyntor lies 5 
e finking on Zelinda's Breaſt, 

He fondly, fondly, kiſs'd her Eyes; 

He fondly, fondly, fondly kiſs'd her Eyes: 
A waking Nightingale, who long 
Had mourn'd within the Shade, | 

Sweetly renew'd her plaintive Song, ; 
And warbled, warbled, thro* the Glade; _ ** 
And warbled, warbled, warbled thro' the Glade 


—_ > 
Melodious Songſtreſa, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades leſs happy go; 
) Or, if with Us thou wilc comnln. 
1 — forbear, thy tuneful Woe : 
„ &, Forbear, forbear, forbear, thy tuneſul Woe, . 
* IL While in Zelinda's Arms I lie, 
To Song I am not free; 
On her ſoft Boſom while I ſigh, 
I Diſcord, Diſcord, find in thee. 
I Diſcord, Diſcord, Diſord, find in thee, 
Zelinda gives me perfect Joy: 
Then ceaſe thy fond Intrafion. 
filent; Ntufick now is Noiſe, 
Variety, Variety, Confuſion 
Variety, Confufion. 


SONG CVII. 12 Gods that round, be. 
E 1 lg ray round fair Celia wait, 
from ber 5 our Fate? 


Go tell the N in ſofteſt 
And tell 11 8 dies 


But if that wor't her 5 move, 


And Thing diſdain Love 3 
J tis all 144 fr 


Fir baughty Strephon ſcorus 
LED 80 N G CVIII. Faliſb Prater, Ke. 
ec. . Fx: P _ what teſt thou 


ly at thy Window do 
— s Serenade ? 
Wark, bad been, had I ereus wk 
Thee dumb as Philomel, 
There his Knife had done but well. 

In thy undiſevver'd Neſt 
Then dzſt all the Winter reſt, | 
And dreameſt on thy Summer Toys, 
Free from the flormy Seaſon's e, 
Eee from the ill thawſt done to me 5 
Who Mars or ſeeks out thee ? 


N 3 


. 1/4 FL Py 
| all the charming Notes 
it Of the Woods poetick Throats, © 
Auch Art could never pay 
What thouſt ta en from me away. 
el Bird, thou'ſt ta'en atray 
A Dream hs of my Arms, to Day; 
A Dream that ne'er muſt equall'd be, 
y all that naked Eyes may ſee. 
Tron, this Damage to repair, 
Nothing half ſo feet > 


_— half ſo good carn'ft bris © 
Tho Men * 55 ig the Spring, | 
SONG CIX. Genth touch, &c. 


0 U I love, by all that's true, © 
* More than all Things here beluo; 


a Pleaſure far more great 
_ — - eee yet; 
And yet. ſtill you cry, Torbe ar, 
3 more, oo not here. 
Bid the Miſer leave his Ore, 
Bid the Wretched ſigh no more 3 
Bid the Old be Young again, 
Bid the Nun not thi.k of Man: 
Sylvia, when thou this can do, 
Bid me then not think of you. | 
Love's not a T bing of Choice, but Fate 3 
What makes me love, makes you to hate, 
Sylvia, then de what you will, 
Eaſe, or cure, torment, or kill 3 
Be kind, or cruel, falſe or true, | 
Love 1 muſt, none but you. | 
SONG CX. Stella, Darling , &c. 
Tella, Darling of the Muſes, | 
Fairer than the blooming Spring, 


Sweeteſt 1 heme the Poet chuſes 
When of thee he firives to ſing 3 


SE 


xc. 


139 | 
While my Soul with Wonder traces, 
All thy Charms of Face and Mind, 
All the Beauties, all the Graces - 
Of thy Sex in thee I find. | 
Love and Joy and Admiratiqn, 
In my Breaſt alternate riſe, 
Words no more can paint my Paſſion, 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes. 
viſh Nature, thee adorning, 
. thy Lips and Cheeks hath ſpread 
Colours, that can ſhame the Morning, 
Smiling with Celeſtial Red. 
Could the Gods, in bleſt Condition, 
Aught on Earth with Envy view, 8 
Lovely Kella, their Ambition 7 
Would be to reſemble you, | 


SONG CXI. Fair Iris I ne, &. 


F Iris I love, and I hourly die, | 
Bi nat for a Lip, nor a languiſhing Eye 3 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 

For 1 am as falſe, and _ — as ſhe; 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 

And neither believing, we neither betray. 

'Tis civil to hear, and ſay Things of courſe, - 

We mean not the taking for 2 for tuorſe; 
When T we love, when abſent agree, 

I think mt of Iris, nor Iris of me; 

The Legend of Love no can find, 

H eaſy to part, or ſo equally jotwd, 


SON G CXII. Tv all you Ladies," Bec. 


N Vain's the Force of Female Arms, 
In vain their offer'd Love, 
Their Smiles, their Airs, not all their Charms 
My Paſſion can remove; | 
For all that's fair and good I find 


In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 
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lbat glitters while it kills, | 


= More with your Number than your L. 


: / 8 ( T40 J 
Let Chia all her Wit diſpla 


My Heart diſdains the feeble Ray, 

Nor Light nor Heat it feels; | 
For all that's bright and gay I find, 
In C blee's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


Fair Flavie ſhines in Gems of Gold, 
And uſes all her Arts; Is 
Not richeſt Chains my Heart can hold, 
Unpierc'd by Diamond Darts : 
For all that's rich and fair I find 
In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


Theſe Notes, ſweet Myra, now give O'er, 
They once had Pow'r to wound; 

When Chloe ſpeaks, they are no more, 
But mix with common Sound 

All Grace, all Harmony 1 find 

In Chloe's Form, in Chloe's Mind. 


SONG CXIIL . Mill Fate in me, &e, 


O U meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our Eyes, 
Light, 


You warbling Chanters of the Wood 
Who fill your Fars with Nature's 
1 hinking your Paſſion's underſtood 


Lays, 


Bux. meaner Accents 5 what's your Praiſe, 


When Philomel her Voice doth raiſe ? 
You glorious Trifles of the Eaft, 
Whoſe Eſtimations Fancies raiſe, 
Pearls,, Rubies, Saphires, and the reft- 
Of gliet ring Gems; what is your Praiſe, 
When the bright Di'mond ſhews his Rays? 
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dwhen my Printeſs ſhall be ſeen, 
In Beauty of her Face and Mind. 

By Virtue firſt, then Choice, a Queen : 
Tell me, if ſhe were not defign d | 
Th' Eclipſe and Glory of her kind. 

The Roſe, the Violet, and the whole Spring, 
Unto her Breath for Sweetneſs run; 
The Di'mond's darken'd in the Ring, | 
If ſhe appear, the Moon's undone, 

As in the Preſence of the Sun, 


SON G CXIV, 24 Geddefs Celia. 
Brine ſee from yonder Flowers ; 
an 


The Bee flies loaded to its Cell; 
you perceive What it devours. : 
Are they impair'd in Shew or Smell ? : 
$ tho? I robb'd you of a Kiſs, 
Sweeter than their Ambrofial Dew, 
Why are you angry at * it 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you? 73 7 
Tis by this Cunning I contrive, *— 
In ſpite of your unkind- Reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, 
Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve, 


SONG CXV. Dear Colin, &c. 
Ns Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes, 


Since how can I ſpeak without Pain, 
Eyes have oft told you my Wiſhes, 
h! can't you their Meaning explain: 
My Paſſion would loſe by Expreſſion, * 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name: 


Since yours is the Province of Speaking. 
Why. ſhould. you expect it P's ay me 5 
Our Wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 

Till you tell us what they ſhould be:; 


" RE | 
* * 
- * 


ene A. . 
Then quick wy 
| uit wh rt fe ee nike 1 
Isneed not tell over and over, A 
What I ia my confine. 


SONG CXVI. . Dear Colin, Ee. 
Ear Madam, when Ladies are Willit 
A Man muſt needs look like a Fool 
Or me, I would not give a Shillin 
For one that can love out of K 
At leaſt NL your ſhould wait for our Offers 
h like old Maids in . % 
if you've liv'd to theſe Years without P Poker 97 
our fighs are now loſt in the Air. 


You ſhould leave 1 I 2 3.at your „ 

And not ſpeak atter too plain 
ITis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affe& a Diſdain: 
=_ That you're in a terrible Iaking, 

It 1 ra You our fond Oglings I fee : | 
178 + Fruit that will fall Without ſhaking, 
. N 
_ 80 N XVII. When — on, &e, 

— 1 * a 2 "te der 
Tell me, my Heart, A 
W 3 reviſh'd Ear, 
rh oe} wo Tt 
| Ne — Wit but ber”s . Tell me, Se. 
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j 1 bo Te me for 1 "- £ 

| 3 ee 2 ell * Se. 1 os 
| Dolph i. in 1 5 5 8 pl 3 7 
8 olent mag, 

li Che ſeem d to . der my P 


Spring, or ſhady „Tel * 6 
M1 | | Trove i hte but win Free "Tel hy Se. X 
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74 ming Chlos, ook with Pity 
f "On ar faithful Love-fick Swain: 
'4Þ ar, oh hear this doleful Ditty, 
0. And relieve his mighty Pain: 


Find you Mufick in his Dis, 
Gan you ſee him in — 


. tremblin . 
rd no kin 


Als Flame is out of Faſhion, 
Ancient Honour for him woes, 


Love for Love's the-Swain's: Ambition, 
But - that is doam'd. too great, 
Pity, Pity his Condition, | 
Ay at leaſt: you.do not hate. 
"rea! u, ſonder of a Rover, 
5 t fo true and kind a Lover, 
| might not Krepbon ſinile ? 
Se, * _ —— at 41 7 ey bs - 20% 
: u vers t i £4 
2 wig aun Nun, 0 
wou'd, be a Glens Shade. 


' SONG CXIX. Gentl touch the, 5 


ih Sede you ſee ma fly; 
hy ſhould that your Fear create? 
Maids may be as © 
— - Love, 1 e 
en trom you awa , 
Tis becuule | fear g- 
F {| * e = * 
wou | Pai : 
Bat Is Youth Lien to pry 
ſel a Trial bear? 
us, that h a Swain didiſee,. - 
Who could love, and fly like me? 


jONG cxvin. Charming Chloe, . 


1„ꝙ%‚ 2 222 A A A a ta —_ 


| | | 1 | * "I? $a * 
= | 3 ( 144 ) 
Wh — on commands my flay; 5 


Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe; 
Shall I this or Cn dey 7: CP AN 
ty frowns and Ci ſmiles, © 
That defends, and this beguiles. 
Ever, by this Chryſtal Stream, 
I could fit and ſee thee ſigh, 
Raviſh'd with iis pleaſing Dream. _ © 
| Oh! tis worſe than Death tofly? " 
But the Dange * * 2 
} Fear gives Wings inſtesd of Feet. 
If you love me, StrepYon, leave me, 
5 {fyou ſtay, I . : _ i 
Oh! you may with Eaſe deceive me 
Prithee, charming Boy, begone : 
The Gods decree, that we muſt part; 
' _ They have my Vow; but you my Heart. 


SONG CXX. Se! from the, Nc. 
S EE! from the filent Grove Alexis flies, 
0 


— — - = 
_ 
.  — + ——— — 
— 1 = a = 
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And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing Art, 
eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 


—ä— 2 — 
*. 


Created in his Heart, ' 
To ſhining "Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn illa's moving Airs, FP . 
Where thus to Muſick's Pow'r the Swain addreſ#d 
His Pray'rs. % 0p * 


SObarming Sounds that ſweetly languiſh ! 

3 * Mufick, Oh! compoſe my Anguiſh! | 

C © Ev'ry Paſſion yeilds to thee, | 

© Phoebus, quickly then relieve me; 

{ © Cupid ſhall no more deceive me, s 

Pl co ſprightlier Joys be free. 

Allo heard the fooliſh Swain. 
He knew when Daphne once he lov'd, 

How weak t'aſſwage an am rous Pain 

His own harmonious Art had proy” x5 


And all his healing Herbs how vain 


| Then thus he ſtrikes the pleaſing Strings, 


- « Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 


Gently ſooth a Lover's Anguiſh 


| Spread thy ſacred Pinions o'er 


But oh! upon its Graces hung | "$35; 
.- | 


ll 


—— — V — 


preluding to his Voice and fings. | 
„Sounds, tho" charming, can't relieve thee, 


Do not, Shepherd, then deccive thee, 


« Muſick is the Voice of Love: 
« If the tender Maid believe thee, 


Will alone thy Pain remove. 


SONG CXXI, God of Shep, Ke. 
JOD of Sleep, for whom I languiſh, - a 
God of pleaſing Dreams ani peace, 


Help to make his Lorturès ceaſe. 


Lull the buſy Soul to reſt, 
Then bring her I love before 
She that's painted in my B 
If kind as fair, my Bliſs I'll keep, * 
And great as Fove, the World forſake: 
Let me, thus bleſs'd, for ever ſleep, 8 
And lie, and dream and never wake: 
But ſhou'd the Fair, divinely Bright, 12 * 
Reject my Vows, and ſcorn my Flame, 
Fly, fly, kind Sleep, reſtore the Light, 48 


* 


t Strepton know twas all a Dream. 2 


SONG cxxII. Why will, K. 
ee native Stalk the Provence Roſe, © 
I pluck'd with green Attire; 5 


TW. 
- 


A Filtzs to deſire. 
A vile, deſtroying, preying Worm, - 
Who ſhelrer'd 15 e — a £ 
Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joy, 
And prov'd the — Thief. | 
So bzauteous Nymphs too oft are found © 
The vileſt Men to truſt, 
While conftant Lovers plead in vain, 
And Jie for being . 


4 
— — — AAA. 


1 


| by , | by a 4 - 8 -, —_ 
' SONG CXXIL Tweed-Side. 
FX HAT Torment, ye Powr's, I ſuſtain, 
| W How my Boſom is tortur d with Care? 
In pity relieve my ſoft Pain, r 

Br give me more Courage to bar; 

Let me ſwim in an Ocean of Bliſs, 

1 * — in a 2 * Grief.: 

An Heaven of delight they poſſeſs, 

Who from Hell of Defpair have Relief. 


BY | | SONG CXXIV. Twas on a, &c, 
\ I 1 Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene, | 
The 


Fannd by a ſouthern Brec ze; 
glimm'ring Moon might juft be ſeen, 
Reflecting thro? the Trees. 8 
4 The bubbling Water's -conftant Courſe 
1 From off th' adjacent Hil 12 
bees mournful Eccho's laſt ree, 
All Nature was ſo ſtill. 
The conſtant Shepherd ſought this Shade, 
By Sorrow'fore oppreſs'd, 'þ l 
Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
His Pain be thus expreſs'd., 
Ah, wretched Youth! why didſt thou love, 
Gx hope to meet Succeſs ; 
Or think the Fair would conſtant prove, 
|. Thy. blooming Hopes to bleſs? . | 
Find me the Roſe, on barren Sands; 
'T.{ The Lilly *midſt the Rocks; 
The Grape in wide deſerted Lands; 
A Wolf to guard the Flocks. _ - 
| Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 
And will more cfy find, 
Iban meet with aught but cold Diſdain, 
/ In faithleſs Womankind. 
Riches alone now win the Fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe . 
1 he conſtant Lover, thro? 
| Becauſe not wealthy, dies 


— —_— 


— —_— 
mme 


Don cxxv. Sa are the, — 


I is not, Celia, in our Pow'r, 
To ſay how long our Love will laſt; 
4 — be, we, within this Four, | 
we now do 92 
he i. Nettes, that immortal, be, 
From Change in Love are only ſree, 


Erden ſince we mortal Lovers are, 


Ack not haw our Loves will laſts 
put while it does, let us take Care 


Each Minute be with Pleaſure paſt: 


Were it not Madngſs to deny 
To live, becauſe we are fare to die? 


Fear 17 tho' Love ns Beauty fail, 
My Reaſon ſhall my Heart direct; 

Tour Kindneſs now ſhall. then yall, 
And Paſſion turn into Reſſ 

(tis, at worſt, you'll in the En nd 

But change a Lover for a Frien 


SONG CXXVI. — 


The raviſh'd Strephon cry'd 
$ full of Joy and tender I ears 1 
He lay by Phillis Side: 
Let * 7 oil for Wealch and Faris. 
Whilſt not one Thought of mine 
At any other Bliſs ſhall. aim 
Bit thoſe-dear Arms of thine + - 


Still let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
And heat thy charming Tongue, 


Fates World, and mortal Cares, 


I nothing ask to ſwell my Joys, 


But thus to feel em long. 
In cloſe Embraces let us lie, 
And ſpend our Lives to 
Then let us both together die, 
And be each other's Tomb. 


O 2 


IRE 2 


a dt... 


ET TW). 


SONG CXXVII. Chloe, be wif, &c. 


HE, that wou'd gain a conſſant Lover, 
Mliuſt at a Diſtance keep the Slave s 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhould bug gueſs the T houghts we have. 
Whilft they're in doubt, their Flame increaſe 
And all Artendance they will pay : "* 
When we're bw offeſ*d their Tranſport ceaſes, 
And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 


SONG CXXVIII. - Had T the be, | 


0 _ A | 
Cx: e a? re 3 33 7 0 — 


tuneful Voice with Numbers j join, 

*T by Words will more prevail than mine, 

To Souls d. and dumb with Grief 

The God vain thi kind Relief, * 

That Mufick- ſhow'd in Sound convey 

W bat dying s dare not ſay, _ 

h or Tear perhaps we d give, 
2 on Pity AN live ; 

Tell ber, that Hearts for rage were * 

And Love with Love is only 

Tell her my Pains ſo faſt 227 

That ſen 2 they will be paſt we 11 

For ab! the Wratch te 

Att ends but Death to 1 * 


$ONG CXXIX. Folh Mvials, be. 


Ove's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 
4 Which in Fancy we poſſeſs; 
In the Folly lies the Pleaſure, | 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs, 
When we think, by Paſſion heated, 5 
We a Goddeſs have in Chace, 
Like Ixion we are cheated, | 


And a gaudy Cloud embrace. N 
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' 19 ) 
Happy only is the Lover, | = 
om his Miſtreſs well deceives ; | 
Seeking nothing to diſcover, | 
He contented lives at eaſe, ' | 
But the Wretch, that would be knowing 
What the ir-one would diſguiſe, 

La bours for his own 2 

E. 


Changing happy to be w 
| 


's 


Vet not my truer ſpeaking Eyes? 
ens Tongues Love teaches to deceive, 
But with his Looks no Lover lies. 


The leſs I boaſt my real Flame, 
The more my Faſſion Truth beſpeaks; 
Not what the ue, but Eyes proclaim, 
Love's Infidel a Convert makes. 
For Lovers, like profeſſing Friends, 
Are more believ'd, the leſs they fay : 
Who more our artful Speeches winds, 
Than Looks, does her own Faith betray. 


Believe not my loud Rivals then, 
Whilſt they to thee fuch Love profeſs ; 

True Love is, like true Courage, ſeen, _ 
But more as we pretend t'it leſs. * 7 


SONG CXXXI. Ianthe the, &c. 


HE- Charms of bri bt Be powerful are 
1 e e SS ks 


N War : 
Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws 


Tour Cant of Injuſtice, your good and bad Canſe 3 


Tour Conqueſts and Triumphs, your Captroes and Spoils, 
Shell nome dnalte meth Fn Tit, 89638 


To be great and I world 
ele arb. 


O. falſe Tongues can you believe, 


SONG cxxx. Bleſf# as the, Rc. 


; l 
T hen let my Eugenia be faithſul and kind, 
Pl weary the Winter, I'll weather the Wind ; 
I ravage tbe Seas, the Earth and the Air, 
And combat, for ber, even Death and Deſpair, 


SONG CXXXII. Stay, Shepherd, Be. 


0 Why did e'er my Thoughts aſpire 
To wich for that no Crown can buy, 
I is Sacrilege, but to deſire 
What ſhe in Honour will deny. 
As Indians do the Eaſtern Skies, 
I at a Diftance muſt adore. 
The brighter Glories of her Eyes, | 
And never dare pretend to more. 


SONG CXXXIII, Colin's Complaint. 


| EAR Chloe, whilft thus — — Meaſure, 
K You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain; 
Fou rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old Age of Pain: -- 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey, 


Ihe Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
'Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve, 
* Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Da wn, 
- + Fruttion's the Sun-ſhine of Love. 
And tho“ che bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded that now are fo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſ . ſs all the Skies, | 
We ne'er can ſorget it was Day. 
Old Darby, wich Jean by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder; 
He's Dropſical, She is fore Ey'd, : 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder. 
Together, they totter about, : 
r ſit in the Sun at the Door, a 
And at Night when old Dayby's Pots ont, 
His Joaw will not Smonk a Whiff more. 


f. 


. 'Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 


Is like froſty Weather in May. 
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No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their 22 Failings Ae ; 

Then what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
1 hat make em ſo fond of each other? 


The Endearments that Love did beſtow, | 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of all Bleſſings below. © 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Which Sickneſs nor 1 ime can remove, 
For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, _ 
An Age brings the Winter of Love. 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, | 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe, _ 
The Current of Fondneſs {till flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze 


SONG CXXXIV. Dear Chloe, c. 


EAR Chloe attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, 
And for once be admonifh'd by me: 
Before you engage 
To wed with old Age, 


Think how Summer and Winter agree, : 


I hink how Summer and Winter agree. 
So ancient a Fruit, 
For want of a Roo ; 

Is doom'd to a ſpeedy Decay 
Youth might ripen your Charms, 
But old Age in young Arms, 


Believe me, dear Maid, 

When the beſt Cards are play'd, 
You ſeldom can meet with a 1 rump 

And to help the Jeſt on, 

When the Sucker is gone, 
What a Plague would you do with a Pump > 


Let Men of Threeſcore |  _.. 
1 hink of Wedlock no more, 


. 

They need not be fond of that Nooſe; 5 30 
e Cripple that begs, 

ithodt any Legs, | 

Can have no great Occafion for Shoes. WW 

A Clock out of Repair | | 

Doth but badly declare Th 

The Hour of the Day or the Night; 8 

For, unleſs, my dear Love, 1 

D 

1 

6 


The Pendulum move . 
*Twou'd be ſtrange if the Clock ſhou'd go right. 


' SONG cxxxv. 2 Goddeſs Celia, &c. 
* 


T is not that I love you leſs 
Than when before your Feet I lay; 
But to prevent the fad Encreaſe, | 
Of hopeleſs Love, I keep away. 
In vain:(alas! ) for every Thing, 
Which I have known belong to you, 
Your Form does to my Fancy bring, 
And makes my old Wounds bleed anew. 


Who, in the Spring from the new Sun, 
Already has a Fever got, 

Too late begins thoſe Shafts to ſhun, 
Which P thro? his Vgins has ſhot. 

Too late he would the Pain afſwage, 
And to thick Shadows does retire 3 

About with him he bears the Rage, 
And in his tainted Blood the Fire. 

But vow'd I have, and never muſt 
Your baniſh'd Servant trouble you; 

For if I break, you ay miſtruſt 

Ihe Vow I made to love you too. 


SONG CXXXVE. Bacchus one, &c. 


OV E is like the raging Ocean, 
When the ſwelling Surges riſe, 

inds, which guide its troubled Motion, 

Women's Temper well ſupplies,” 


— 
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To the worſt of Ills betraying, 
Cupid muſt the Pilot be. . 


SONG CXXXVII. Born with the, Nc. 
ORN with the Vices of my Kind, 
I were inconſtant too, | 
Dear Cynthia, could I roving find 
More Beauty than in you. 
The rolling Surges of 1 Blood, 
By Virtue now ebb'd low ; 


Should a new Shower encreaſe the Flood, | 
Too ſpon *twould overflow.” 


But Frailty, when thy Face I ſe 

Does modeſtly retire 3 _ Nos | 

Uncommon mult her Graces be, 
Whoſe Look can bound Defire, 


Nor to my Virtue, but thy Power, 
This Conſtancy is due; | 
When Change itſelf can give no more, 
'Tis eaſy to be true. | | 
SONG CXXXVIII. Paver of Love: 
T Dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep, 
A The peaceful Cottage lay * WT 
aſtora left her folded Sheep 2 JT? 
Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs Sctip } I 
Love led the Nymph aſtray. 185 : 
Looſe, and undreſ#d, ſhe takes her Flight, 

To a near Myrtle Shade; . 13 
The conſcious Moon gave all her Light, / 
To bleſs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, 

And guide the charming Maid, © © 
His eager Arms the Nympk embrace, A 

22 aſſwage his Pair, " | * | | 
His reſtleſs Paffion he obey Pong fn 
At ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a Place 

What Lover could contain Fae 


IS. 


In vain ſhe call'd the.conſciaus Moon,. 
The Moon no Succour,gave ; | | C 
The crael Stars, unmav'd, look on, 
And ſeem'd to file at what war dane, co 
Nor would her Honour fave. 


Vanquiftvd at laft by pow?'rful Love, Hh 
The Nymph expiring lay; FR 
No more ſhe figh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, | y 
Since no kind Stars were found above, ' 
She bluſh'd, and dy'd away. 8 : 
Yet bleſs'd the Grove, her conſcious Flight 


P And Youth —5 did ich Nellen - 

nd pant ying, wit ight, 

She bled the kind tranſpordng Night, 
And curs'd approaching Day. : 


SONG CXXXIX. Ten Years, like, &c. 


| EN Years, like Tro my ſtubborn Heart 
1 Wichſtood tht Aﬀault of fond Defire : 


; 


now, alas! I feel a Smart 

Poor 1, like Troy, am ſet on Fire. 
With Care we may a Pile ſec! 

And from all 4 7 — Jelend * 
But oh! who can a Houſe ſecure, ; 

When the celeſtial Flames deſcend ! 
Thus was I ſafe, till from your E, 

DeſtruCtive Fires are brightly giv'n: 
| Ah! who colin the warm Surprize, 5 
When lo! the Light ning comes from Heav'n. 
SONG CXL. Grim King of, &c. © 
N Love be controul'd by Advice? 
4 Will cid our Mothers obey ? | 

my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 4 
. At his Flame it would have melted away. 
When he kiſs'd me, { cloſely he preſt, 

Twas ſo ſweet I muſt-have complyd s 
80 I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 42 
Te marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 


Cc. 


. 
SONG CXLI. u Chloe, Ac. 
AY, lavely n could*ſt thou find . 
Shades to counterfeit. that Face; ; 
lours of this glorious ind | 
Come not from any mortal Place. 
In Heaven itſelf, thou, ſure, wert dreft. 
With that Angel-like 3 
Thus dcluded am I bleſt, 
And ſee my Joy with cloſed Eyes, 
But ah! this Image is too kind, 
o be other than a Dream; 

Cruel Sachariſſas Mind | 
Never put on that ſweet Extream, + 
Fair Dream, if thou intend'ſt-me Grace, 

Change that heavenly Face of thine; 
Paint deſpis'd Love in thy Face; 
And make it to appear like mine, 


Pale, wan, and meagre let it lock, 
Hew a Piey-moviog Shape, 
Such as wander by the Brook 
Of Lethe, or from Graves eſcape. 


| Then to that matchleſs Nymph appear, 


In whoſe Shape thou fhineſt ſo, 
Softly in her lee ping Ear 
With humble Words ex preſs my Woe. 


perhaps from Greatneſs, State, or Pride, 


Thus ſurprized ſhe way fall : 
Sleep does Diſproportion hide, 
And Death reſembling equals all. | | 
SONG CXLII. What ſhall I do, &c. 
Irgins are like che fair Flow'r in its Luſtre, © 
Which, in the Garden, enamels thę Ground; 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around; 
But, when once pluck'd, *tis no longer alluring, 
1o Covent-Garden tis ſent (as yet ſweet.) 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all end 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


. * 


a ho - 1 
1 


' -$ONG CXLII..' Dying Swan, 


HEN Cyuthia ſaw: Bathſheba's Charms 
In wanton Colours dr 

"Thoſe Lips, thoſe killing Eyes, thoſe * 
I dare not name the reſt ! 


The bluſhing, envious, angry Maid” 
Obſerv'd with various Rn s 


Jo . vulgar Eye betray'd * 


—— alone dal boaſt. 


A fatal Weapon forth ſhe drew . 
To check the curious Painter's Pride, 


| To veil thoſe Charms ſhe only knew, 


Thoſe Beauties only ſhe could hide. 


1 


Tis well, enamour'd Lamon cryd, 


Een let the paultry Copy fall, 
By you the Lodi is well fapply'd, 
In you we find th' Original. 5 


SONG CXLIV. St, Shepherd, Kc. 


HE N Molly ſmiles beneath ber Cow, 
J feel my Heart I cant * * N 
When Molly i 2 Sunday 


On Sundays I can take wo Ri 


W bat can I do on Wir king-Days? 
T have my Work on ber to gaz: : 
W bat ſhall I ſay ? At Sermons T 


ger the Text when Molly's by, | 


1 EO Go AE Tos & 
It 2 tp eaching and my Plough ; 
thi 


* l d 7e a hel, | 
88070 1 25 ES i you, 8 dee 
Amon, if you will believe 5 
* is not t fighing round the the Plains 
nor Sonnet can relieve ye; 
gfe int IRA in Love are vain. , 


Co 


„ 
Urge but Home the fai | 

And be Maſter of the Field; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, -_ 

'T were a Madneſs not to yield. 
Tho? ſhe vows ſhe'll ne er permit ye, 

Cries,you're rude, and much to 1 2 
And with Tears implores your Pity; 

Be not merciful for Shame. 
When the fierce Aſſault is over, 

Cloris Time enough will find, 
This her cruel furious Loverr,rÜ* 

Much more gentle, not ſo kind, | 


SON G CXLVI. Can then a, &c. 
AN then à Look create a 1hought, 
k Ma oe tang can rr 4 
es iſh Heart, again 'rt 5 
Again thou bleed'ſt for Love. e | 
She ſees the Conqueſt of her Eyes, | 
Nor heals the Wound ſhe gave h 
She ſmiles, whene'er his Bluſhes 3 
And, Sighing, ſhuns her Slave. be 1:4 


Then, Swain, be bold, and ſtill adore her 


Love and Intereſt both implore 
Pleading Night and Day for you ! 


SONG CXLVII. 4 Celia near. a, &c 


enever, Chloe, I begin 

our Hea IKe min 7 

You tell me of the ovine vn * Nn 
Of unchaſte lawleſs Love. 


Still her flying Charms purſue 3 Tg 
er, 


How can that Paſſion be a Sin, 9 oy NG 


Which gave to Che Birth? 
How can thoſe Joys but be divine, 
Which make a Heav'non Earth, - 


P 


* 
þ - — — 


f . 
8 


Has ſtole away my Heart; 


18 158 ) 
I o wed, Mankind t the Prieſts trapann'd, 

By ſome lacy, 

nd diſobey God's great Command, 1 * 
Increaſe and multiply. Mo 


1 ou fay that Love's a Crime, content ! 
et this allow you muſt, 


ore Joy's in Heav'n when one repen 
1 han over ninety juſt, * 


i in then, dear Girl, for Heav'n's Sake, 


Repent, and be forgiven F 
Bleſs me, then b Repentance make 
A Holiday in Heav'n, g 


ONG CxLvIn. n Shepherds and, &c. 
e e eee ee 
n e Een - w 
8 „or ant ient or new, 1 \ 


s ſuffered ſo much for & Paſiwf brat. 


papain 1 | 
fall x er Flr aunt rl | 
wonders complain, 
A pities my Caſe, though 1 at my Pain 
Boſom fo frozen, what Lover can bear? 
Or ſay, O ye Powers, * I * aig on deſpair? 


y to a warmer, or ki 


yi as ſoon give me Pain, aud 28 me free, 


3ONG CXLIX. 7 am pur Shepherd, Rc. 

| Am a poor Shepherd undone, 70 
And can't be cur'd by Art, 

For a Nymph as bright as the Sun 


And how to get it again, 5 
Ĩ) bere's none but ſhe can tell, 

To care me of my Pain, 

| Pf, faying ſhe loves * 4 FA 2 
0 alas] poor Shepher alack, a a 5 

N Beſors I was in Lobe, 4 | 

I to Love ſhe cou'd not incline, | 

I told her I'd die in an Hour s _ 

To die, fays ſhe, tis thine, —_—_ | 


But to love tis not in my Pow'r: 
I ask'd her the Reaſon why 
She cou'd not of me approve? 
She ſaid, *twas a Task too hard, 
To give any Reaſon for Love; Aud alas ! & 
She ask'd of me my Eſtate ; 


a I told her a Flock of Sheep, | 
The Graſs whereon they graze, . - I 
. Where ſhe and I might fle ep, | 


Beſides a good t n Pound, 

In old King Harry's Groats ; | 
With Hooks and Crooks abound, _ 

And Birds of ſundry Notes z And alas! poor, & 


SONG CL. How, court Dorinda, &c 
| | OW, court Dorinda who the Devil | 
N | Wou'd ever prove fo tame a Sot? + 
If you're kind, then ſhe's uncivil, bo 

When ycu would love, then ſhe will not. 
| To contradict is all her Pleaſure, | 
Her utmoſt Virtue to deny, 1 
Her Modeſty, that boaſted J reaſure, | 
Is to give herſelf the Lie. | | 
Then ne er, . miſtaken Youth, ſtand doating | 
On Woman for her Beauty's Sake, 1 
Not for a Prize lie plotting, | 
Which ſheill not give, but you may take. 
Summon out all the Pow'r withir: her, | 
Then boldly — ſhe can't withſtand: | 

You'll find the ſureſt Way, to win her, 
Is tg engage with * in Hand. 
s _ 2 


od 
* 


, 160 | 
SONG CLI. Bh, Blav. 
Low, blow, thou Winter Wind, NY 
D Thou art not fo unkind 
As Man's Ingratitude z 
Thy Truth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not-ſeen, 


Altho' thy Breath be rude, 

Altho? thy Breath be rude. 
reeze, Freeze, thou bitter Sky 
'hou canſt not bite ſonigh .. ; 

As Benefits forgot; | 
Tho? through the watery Warp, 
Ehy Sting is not ſo ſharp 

As Friend remembred not. 


SONG CLII. 4 Fidlers and, &c. 
HE Laſs that would know how to manage a 


Let her liſten and learn it from me, 


His Courage to quell, or his Heart to tre 
As the 7 . "ID 


ime and Occaſion agree. 


Tze Gir! that has Beauty, tho? ſmall be her Wit, 


May wheedle the Clown, or the Beau, 
The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Uſe of that pretty Word, No 


- When powder'd Toupees around are in chat, 


Each ftriving his Paſſion to ſhow, | 
With kiſs me, and love me, my Dear, and all that, 
Let her anſwer to all be, O No. | 
When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, . 
She ſtill muſt reſuſe, if her = ah ſhe'l keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. 

But when Mr wy ; ob offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go; 

A Horſe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 
She's an Idiot, if then ſhe ſays Ns, 


, 


* vr | 

But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 
Whoſe Courtſhip laims him a Man 

When preſs'd to his Boſom, and claſp'd in his Arme, 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can. 


SONG CLIII. Nu little blind, &c, 


O charming Ceka's Arms I flew, 
And there all Night I feaſted 3 
o God ſuch Tranſports ever knew, 

Nor Mortal ever taſted. 


Loſt in the ſweet tumultuous Joy, 
And pleas'd beyond — 

How can your Slave, my Fair, faid I, 
Reward ſo great a Bleffing ? 

The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey 
Thro? both the Indies wander: 

Ask what brib'd Senates give away, 
And fighting Monarchs ſquander. 

The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air; 
The rifled — Treaſure 

'Tis all too poor a Bribe by far, 
10 purchaſe ſo niuch Pleaſure, 

She bluſhing cry'd — my Life, my Dear, 
Since Celia thus yuu fancy, RY # 

Give her, but 'tis too mack, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right Nantzy. 


SONG CLIV. The wanton God, Cs. 
Dips in Gall bis pointed Darts, 

But the Nymph diſdains to pine, Pa. 

Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine, a 


9 


They have Charms, ine can 
1 — * much, bree "Eaſe * 


* 


Lor 5 s Fears wy Love moleſt 1 
Jai Vows ſhall break — Reſt. 


y Her give me Pain, 
ng nl 
All T bope of Man. 


Ir to love hit he cav. *© 
SONG CLV. bat thi Tam, &c. 
THAT tho I am a Country Laſs, 


Who gay Apparel wear-a. _ 
What tho' my Clothes are Home-ſpun Greys, 
My Skin it is as ſoſt-a, | 
As thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veils, 
Carry their Heads aloft-a 


What tho? I — my Father's Sheep, 
It is what muſt be done a: 
A Garland of the ſweeteſt Flow'rs 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun-a. 
And when | ſee they feeding be, py 
Where Graſs and Flow?rs do ſpring-a- 
Befide a-purling chryital Stream 
I'll ſet me down, and ſing- a. 


My Leathern-Bottle, ſtuſt with Sage, 
Drink that's very thin-a: 
No Wine did &er my Brains enrage, 
Or tempt me for to fin-a.. 
My Country Curds, and Wooden Spoon, 
ethimks are very fine-a : We 
When on a ſhady Bank at Noon 
I ſet me down and dine-a. 


What tho' my Portion won't allow 
Of Bags of ſhining Gold-a 5 apr 
Our Farmers Daughters now-a-da 7 
Like Swine, are bought and ſold-a. 
oy Body's fair, Pl] keep it ſound, 
nd an honeſt Mind within-a; 
But ior an hundred thouſand: Pound, 


e * 
= 


1 value not a Pina # 


Ce. 


No Jewels wear I, in my Ears, 
Or Pearls about my Neck-a; 
No coſtly Rings do I &er. uſe, 
My Fingers for to deck-a. . 
But for the. Man, whoeer he be, 
Whom I ſhall chance to wed-a z 
Pl! keep wel worth them all, 
I mean my Maidenhead-a, 


SONG. CLVI. Since yeu will, &cz, 
INCE you will needs my Heart poſſeſs, * 


'Tis juſt to you I firtt confeſs 
The Faults to which 'tis given: 
Tt is to change much more inclin'd- 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or aught that's under Heaven. 


Nor will I hide from you this Truth, 
It has been, from its very Youth, 

A moſt egregious Ranger: 
And fince from me 't has often fled, © 


With whom it was both born and bred, 


*Twill ſcarce ſtay. with a Stranger. 


The black, the fair, the gay, the fad, 

(which often made me fear *twas mad), 
With one kind Look could win it; 

So nat'rally it loves to range, 

That it has left Succeſs for Change, 
And, what's worſe, glories in it. 


Oft, when I have been laid to reſt 

*T'would make me act like one poffeſt, 
Far till *twill keep a Pother; 

And tho? you only I eſtee 

Yet it will make me, in a Dream, 

Court and enjoy another. 

And now, if you are not afraid, 

After theſe Truths that I have ſaid, 
To take this arrant Rover, En 6 

Be not difpleag'd.if I proteſt, | 


'Ethink the Heart within your-Breaſts - 


Will prove juſt ſuch another, 


— 


Then prithee, my 


2 your poor Dog no longer with Juſtice complain 


As lam by ſcornful See / 


SONG CLVII. o Beſly Bell, &c. 
Curſe attends that Woman's Love, 
Who always would be pleafing, 
he Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling, is but teazing. RD 
What then in Love can Woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us, 


And when we fly them, they purſue ; 
But leave us when they've won us. 


SONG CLVHI. Sure ne er was, &c. 
S ne'er was Dog fo wretched as I,. 
am 


; 


Whoſe Reſt is for ever prevented; 
neither at Peace when Auxeia looks coy, 
Nor when ſhe looks kind and contented, 
Her Frowns give a Pain I'm unable to bear, 
The Thought of them ſet me a trembling : 
Her Smiles give no Joy, fince I plaguily fear 
They can be no more than diſſembling. 
reſt, conſent and be kind, 
Put an End to this troubleſome Wooing s 
For I ſee I ſhall neꝰer be at Peace in my Mind, 
Till once you and I have been doing. 


ge that's hard above Meaſure ; 
But fince he has taſted fo much of Love's Pain, 
Prithee fling him a Bit of his Fleafure. 


SONG CLIX, The Sailor's Complaint, 


ME and liſten to my Ditty 
All ye jolly Hearts of Gold; 
Lend a Brother Tar your Pity, 
Who was once ſo ſtout and bold: 
But the Arrows of God Cupid, 
Alas! have made me rue 
Sure true Love was neꝰer ſo treated, 


xc, 


. 


e ioso,- Mx, 

When 1 landed firſt at Dover, 
She appear'd a Goddeſs bright 3 

From foreign Parts but juſt come over, 
I was ſtruck with fo fair a Sight: 

On the Shore pretty Skis walked, 
Near to where our Frigate lay, 

And altho' ſo near the Landing, 
I alas! was caſt away ! 

When firſt I hail'd my pretty Creature, 
The Delight of Land and Sea 3 

No Man ever ſaw a Sweeter, 
Pd have kept her Company: 


Pd have fain made her = true Love, 
5 


For better, or for wor 
But alas! I cou'd not compaſs her, 
For to ſteer the Marriage Courſe, 


Once, no greater Joy and Pleaſure 
Cou'd have come into my Mind, 
Than to ſee the bold Defiance 
Sailing right before the Wind : 
O'er the white Waves as ſhe danced, 
And her Colours ga Y flew; 
But what was not d charming, 
As the Trim of our lovely .. 


On a rocky Coaſt I've driven, 
Where the ſtormy Winds do riſe ; 

Where the rolling Mountain Billows 
Lift a Veſſel to the Skies : 

But from Land. or from the Oecan, 
Little Dread I ever knew, 

When compared to the Pangers, 
In the Frowns of ſcornful Se. 

Long I wonder'd why my jewel 
Had the Heart to uſe me ſo; 

ill I found by often Sounding,. 
She'd another Love in Tow : 


; 9 hard- hearted Sukie, 


Tu my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 


And try in a more. friendly Latitude, 


Since in yours I cannot be. 


. 


| SONG CLX. I le thee, Re. 
I Love thee, by Heavens, I cannot ſay more: 
|| 1 Then ſet not my Paſſion a cooling wo | 


© 


* 


If chou yield'ſt not at once, I muſt een give thee oe 
For I'm but a Novice at fooling. 


What my Love wants inWords, it ſhall make up it 


Deeds; 
Then why ſhould we waſte Time in Snuff, Child) 
A rmance, you wot well, a Promiſe exc 
Anda Word to the Wiſe is enough, Child. 
I know how to love, and to make that Love known 
But I hate all proteſting and arguing 2 
Had a Goddeſs my Heart; ſhe ſhou'd cen lie alone, 
If ſhe made many Words to a Bargain. | 
Pm a Quaker in Love, and but barely firm, {1 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been faying : {| 
Prithee, be thou ſo too; ſeck for no better Term, 
But een throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 
I cannot bear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 
The Age of a Patriarch depending; 
Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be mute, 
Give it, one Way or other, an Ending. 
Long Courtſhip's the Vice of phlegmatick Fools, 
» Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners, | 
Where the Stomachs are loft, and the Victuals grow | 
1 Before Men fit Jown to their Dinners. (ca? 
+. 


F- SONG. CLXI. Fair Iris and, &c. 


FN Lis and, her Swain 
 F* Werein a ſhady Bower, 
Where Thirfis long in vain | 
Had fought the happy Hour; 
At length his Hand advancing 
on her ſhowy Breaſt, 
He faid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
you- would — me bleſt. 


e thee o'r, 


hake up iy 


f, Child 


exe 
"wi, 


e known, 
e alone, 


irm, 
rer, 


* 


( 167 ) 
. An eaſy yielding Maid 
By truſting 18 undone, 


Sex is oft betray'd | 

By granting Love too ſoon 3 , 

| ou defire to gain me, | — 
our ſuffering to redreſs, - 

epare to — 

pnger yet er 

Beſore you ſhall poſſeſs, 

ſis, The little Care yeu ſhow 

Of all my Sorrows paſt, 

Makes Death appear too flow, 

And Life too long to laſt z 

dh Tris kiſs me kindly, 

In Pity of my Fate 

air Iris, kiſs me kindly, x 

indly {till and kindly, 

Before it be tod 

u. You fondly your Bliſs, 


And no Advances make; 
is not for Maids to kiſt, 


5 | But tis or * i» ns 
F o you may kiſs me kindly, - 
Fools, And I will how rebel _ 
Ihirfis may kiſs me kindly, 
als grow indly till and kindly ; 
(cov. But never kiſs and tell. 

&c ten you may kiſs me kindly, 

| * 


He. And you will not rebel. 


Both. And kindly fill and kin 
But kiſs and * not tell. ar, 


SONG CLXII. n no, Ne. 

ELL me no more I am deceiv'd, i 
That he's falſ: and common 3 

By Heaven, I all along believ'd 

She was a very Woman : - 

* lik'd, _ ſuch _— 

Phe ſtill was conſtant when | 

|} Skecou'd do more for no 755 Gs | 


; R 


T 
t, oh! her Thoughts on others ran 3 
And that E chink a hard Thing: 
* ſhe Js the Man; 

- Why, what — one Farthing? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 
Tl take her Body, you her Mind; 

Who has the better Bargain? 


SONG CLXIII. . 7 Commons, &a 


HAT Man, who for Life 
| 4 c ew ner” in ph Wife, 
ure in a 15 Goa ition 
4 Go Things how th wil 
She ſticks by him ſti I, | 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician, He's &c, 
Pray where is the oy, 
| To trifle and toy, 
Yet dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty ? 
But ſweet is the 8 
Of a conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. Where,Gec, 
| One __ vagant Whore 
Shall coſta Man more, 
Than twenty good Wives "that are hong 
For Wives they will ſpare, 
hat their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are eternally craving. 


SGNG CLAIV. N Commons, ke. 


"HE Man who for-Life 
| Is plagu'd with a Wife, 
1501 ſure in a wicked Condition; 
Go Things how they will, 
She ticks by him ſtill, 


And Death is his only Phyſician, Poor a, &e, 
To. trifle and toy 
May give a Man Joy, 

When .. 


* 
+. W 


r 


F 
8 55 

n i | 
When 8 by Duty? Per Man, &c. 
The Dog when d | . 1 
Of Mutton the 


A Bone he may leave at his Pleaſure; 


But if to his Tail, + 
is ty'd, without fail 
He is harraſs'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure. 
Poor Cur, Gee. 


SONG CLXV. 4: Archers, &. 


S Archers and Fidlers, who cunningly know 
The Way to procure themſelves Merit, 
ill always provide em two Strings to their Bow, 
And follow their Bugneſs with Spirit. | 


So likewiſe the provident Damſel ſhould do, 
Who'd make the beſt Uſe of her Beauty. 

If the Mark ſhe would hit, or her Leſion paſs thro? _ 
Two Lovers muſt ftill be on Duty. f 

Thus arm'd againſt Chance, and ſecure of Supply,  - 
So far our Reven S | 

One Spark for our Sport we may jilt and ſet by, 
And Cother, poor Soul ! we may marry. 52 


SONG CLXVI. Swert are the, &c 
SK not the Cauſe, why ſadden Serine 9 


4- 


So long delays her Flowers to 
y warbling Birds forget to fin . 5 
And Winter Storms invert the Year e 
is is gone, and Fate provides 
To make it Spring where ſhe refides, 
n 
e not er pi 7 
But left her Lover in fal, | 
To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die: 
Ah! how can thoſe fair Eyes endute, 


=o — — — — — 


170 


Crest God of Love, "x r 


A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all 3 can invade, 

And change the Laws of eve Land; ? 
Where thou had'ft plac'd ſuch Fow'r before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt hy made her Mercy more. 


When Chloris to the Temple comes, 


Adoring Crowds before her fall ; 

She can reſtore the Dead from. obs, 
And ev'ry Life but mine vecall: 

I only am by Love deſign'd, 

19 be the Victim for Mankind. 


SONG CLXVII. The Spring eum. : 
ng 4 irgins love — 
V iſers do Treaſure, 


And both alike ſtudy to hei hten the Meaſure 3 


Their Hearts they will rifle, 
For ev'ry new 1 rifle, 


And when in their 1 eens fall in love for a Song : 


But ſoon as they marry, 
And find 48 miſcarry, 
Oh! how br ſigh, that they were not more wary : 
Inſtead of ooing, 
They run to their Kuin, 


And all their Lives after drag Sorrow along. 


SONG CLXVIII. Polwarth on, Kc. 


Streph, AVE you not ſeen the Morning Sun, 
1 Peep over yonder ill, 


Then you have ſeen my Clos Charms, 


At beſt, but painted ill. 


Col. Have you not ſeen a Butterfly, 
With Colours bright and gay, a 

Then you have ſeen a Thing leſs fine 
Than Molly cloath'd in grey. 


Streph. J he Roſe, you'll fay, of all the Fic 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt Hue, 


. But to compare with Chloe's Cheeks, 


It wants the ETSY too, 


In thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, 


| Tograſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe 


1 
As I fat by her on the Plain, 

And talk'd the Hours away, 2 
She breath'd ſo. ſweet, I thought myſelf 

In Fields of new mow'd Hay. 


Col. Not the ſweet Breath that breath'd from Cows 
With Molly's can compare, N n 

And when ſhe ſings, the liſtening Swains, 
Stand filent round to hear. s 

She ſaid, as we were walking once, "Is 
Along the ſhady Grove, 217 


There's none but Colin Molly loves os 
And will for ever love. x 151 
1 Believe not, Friend, a Woman's Word . 
r you are much to blame; —_— 


\ 


For Yother Night behind the Elms, 
She fwore to me the ſame, | ; 1 

cal. Yet Ill believe yu Chloe's Word, BA 
As on my Breaſt ſhe laid A 

This Srephon is ſo dull a Clown, 
© He'll think me ſtil] a Maid. 


SONG CLXIX, O gent, &c. 


O Gentle Sleep! to thee alone, 
Is owing all our Peace | 


In thee our Sorrows ceaſe. + 
The Nymph whoſe Hand by Fraud or Force, 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſsd; : 
From the obtaining a Divorce, | 4 
In her own Choice is bleſi'd. 
O ſtay !- Arpaſia bids thee ſtay ! 
The 845 5 e ping Fair, 
8 thee not to loſe a Day, 
1 he Object of her Care! 


at Moment chas'd her 2 
Thus by ourſelves are oſteſt wrought 
The Griefs for which we weep. 


Qz 


lets e 44, Sb 
SONG CLXX. O a Bank, &c. 
N a Bank befide a Willow, pd 
Heaven her Coveting, Earth ber Pillow, 
Aminta ſigh'd alone: | | 
From the chearleſs Dawn of Morning, | 
Till the Dews of Night returning, 
Singing thus ſhe made her Moan : 
11 | Hope is baniſh'd 
| Joys are vaniſh'd, M0 
| Damon, my belov'd, is gone, 
Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a Yoath, and ſuch a Lover: ; 
C | Oh! ſo true, ſo kind was he 
Da was the Pride of Nature, - 
— in his ev'ry Feature, 
. Damon liv'd alone ſor me 
_ Ki 7 
; urm ring : 
Who ſo liv'd andlov'd as we? 
Never ſhall we curſe the Morning, 
Never bleſs the Night returning, 
Sweet Embraces to reſtore ; 
Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
Nature failing, Love ſupplying 
All the Joys he drain'd before: 
Jo befriend me, 
Death come end me; 
Love and Damon are no more. 


SONG CLXXI. ben Love, &c. 


HEN Love is lodg'd within the Heart, 
Poor Virtue to the Outworks flies, 
The Tongue, in Thunder, takes her Part, 

She darts in Lightning from the Eyes. 
From Lips and Eyes with gifted Grace, 

In vain we keep our charming Sin; 
For Love wll find ſome weaker Place, 
Jo let thi dear Invader in, 

0 


al N 
SONG CLXXII. 4 Celia near, &c. 
OR many unſucceſsful Years, | 
F At Cynthia's Feet I lay, , 
thing them often with my Tears, - 
I figh'd, but durſt not pray. 
No proſtrate Wretch, before the Shrine 
Of ſome lov'd Saint above, | 
E'er thought his Goddeſs more divine, 
Or paid more awful Love, r 
Still the diſdainful Nymph look'd down, 
With coy inſulting Pride, 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or turn'd her Head aſide. 
Then Cupid whiſper d in my Ear; 
c bee dare — 4 
Lou modeſt whining Fool, draw near, 
And claſp her in your Arms, 
With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cyntbia's Feet depart; 
The Lips he briskly muſt invade, 
That wou'd poſieſs the Heart. 


Wich that I ſhook off all the Slave 
My better Fortunes try'd, - 

When Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What ſhe for many Years deny'd. 


SONG CLXXII. 4: Celia, &c. 


HO” Flavia to my warm Deſire 
| You mean no kind Return, 
Yet till with undiminiſh'd Fire, 
You wiſh to ſee me burn, 
Averſe my Anguiſh to remove, 
You think it wond'rous right, 
That I love on, for ever love, | 
And you for ever ſlight. © | 
But you and I ſhall neer agree, 
So, gentle Nymph, adieuz 
Since you no Pleaſure have for me, 
TU have no Pain tor you. 
. 


son CLXXIV. 


— 


7 


IT Smile at Love, and all his Arts, 
| The charming Cynthia cries : 
ale heed, for Love has fatal Darts, 
A wounded Swain replies : 
Once free and bleſ#d as you are now, 
I dally'd with his Charms, 
I ported with his little Bow 
And pointed at his Arms. 
*Till urg'd too far, Revenge he cries, 
Ie t = Shaſt he drew s ia, - 
t took its e 
| pn to my Heart 3 3 
J tear it thence, I ſtrove in vain, 
For I too quickly found 
*T was only to increaſe the Pain, 
| And to inlarge the Wound. 


| SONG CLXXV. Refi Bre. 


; 


(&lenly Mal) © | 
Rom rofy Bowers where ſleeps the God of Love, 
Hither ye little waitin _—_—_ 3 | | 
* wr oft —— 2 — : 
tender n cart's 
Nr 
To win dear en, who my Soul enjpys. 


(Mirthfully NA 
Or if more influencing | | 
| Is to be brisk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Frisk from the Gzound, - 


Ell trip like any Fairy, 
As once on Ida dancin | 

Were three celeſtial bodiesz 4 
Wich an Air and a Face, < 
And a Shape and a Grace, 3 


II charm like Beauty's 


(Meawdholy Mad) 
Ah! ah! 'tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain : | 
Cold, cold Deſpair, diſguis d like Snow and Rain, 
Falls on my Breaſt; bleak Winds in Tempeſts blow: 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow: _ 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Repoſe 
And to a Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is 


Or fay yeP * P to : 
y ye Powers my Peace to cron, 
Shall 1 thaw m elf, or drown 2 | 
Among the foaming Billows ? a 
Increafing all with Tears I ſhed, 
On Beds of Ooze, and cryſtal Pillows, 
Laõ down my Love-fick Head, 
No, b Rraight ren mad, "I 
0 no, Il Rraight run 
Thar ſoon — Heart ul warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 
Love has no Power to charm. 
Wild through the Woods I'll fly, , 
Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore: 
A thouſand Deaths I'll die, 1 
Eer thus in vain adore, 2 


SONG CLXXVI. There ud, ie. 


N 
or t me never di 
ae 
By ſuch powerful Eyes; 
ads view but th 3 
ence. meaſure m V 
And think what a Paſſion * | : 
Such Beauty muſt move. ; f 
Tho! firſt it was Beau * 
Which raviſh'd my 
Yet now I regard it | 
As only the Light, 


*Which kindly 
| The rich ms —_— 
Where Senſe and good 
$0 ſtrongly are Fwd, 
Then think me not falſe, 
For the Knot will e'er laſt 
[ | Which my Fancy. has T9 
| And 2 made 
$o faſt, that tho“ Time 
Thy” Eyes may difarms 
Yet no Time ſhall my Faith 
Or my Love ever harm. 


| ZE Paſſhon I have 
Can never grow leſs, 
12 _ oy Fat ſelf A; 
ou? t Fattion o 
For while I thy Face 8 
have i in View, 
Still, Kill I muſt love, 
And in loving be true. 


SONG CLXXVII. 4 Nmph, &c. 
A 
Tbeir — was to try if bis Ovacte - — 


Per a Nymph that — Mao os or a — N was true? 


| 3 CLXXVIII. Pretty Part, &c. 


Retty Parrot, ſay, when I was ow 
And in dull Abſence 2 Day, 
What at Home was Me” ; 
With Chat and Play, © 


4 * 


bp — 
Good Cheer and Mirth ; 


Rez On 7 | 
| | f 1 


4; 


C. 


| ( 197 ) 

Was no Fo i rats, ly ov ate, 
And like a fauey Lover wou'd - 
3 teaze my Lady ? 

on 5 | 
Made for , 


Mar a} 3 

was a 
Ever, ever at ber | like pretty, pretty Poll. 
Tell me, with what Air, he approach'd the rn, 
And how ſhe could with Patience bear 

All * e ? 

7 
Kill careſs'd, 


'd and preſtd 
Sar pratied Legt, and Lee, 
Well receiv 4 in al, 2 


Did he go away at the Cloſe of "IE 
Or did he ever uſe to fta 
In a Corner — ? 
< Tomy Li, 
> ER 
» t 5 
BI kr his 
Was within her Call, „ pretty Poll, 


SONG CLXXIX. Vn Chloe, be. 


Hen Chloe we ply, 
W We ſwear we ſhall de, 


Her Ey es do our Heart fo enthrall ; 

But *tis for her Pelf, 

And not for herſelf; 
Tis all Agtifice, Artifice all. | 

The Maidens are coy, | : 
FR gout ! and cho e wil * 

wear, if you're rude, t 
But whiſper ſo low, = OR >: 


By which you know, + 
u al Artifice) Artif all, * ' 


/ 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
'To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
. But n eſs than a Year * 
Will make it appear, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice 
In Matters of State, 
And Party Debate, 
For Church and for Juſtice we bawl; 
But if you'll attend, 
- Yaow'll find in the End, 
'Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
The Non-Cons will rant, 
In their 2 — and 2 
And the honeſt Conſormiſts will maul; 
In N Diguiſe, 
iſt up their . 


aA 
ITis all Artifice, Artifice 
2 . you know, 
o Weſtminfter-go 2, 
And plead for their Foes in the Hall; 
or their Clients they'll wrang| 
And make ſuch a angle, 
Tis all Artifice, Arti 


The Wretch that attends; 
And on Courtiers depends 
His Fortune he'll find to be ſinall ; 
For their Actions declare, 
| Their Words are but Air, 
"Tis all Artifice, Arcific- all. 


; 4 
yg» 


SONG CLXXX. Pritbes, & cc. 
ithee, Billy, bent to filly, 2 
Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief: 
ou | b 


fay, Betty will not let ye: 
But can Sorrow bring Relief? 


Leave repining, ceaſe your whining s 
Pox on lorment, Tears and Woe: 

If ſhe's tender, ſholl furrender ; 

If ſhe's tough, 


—— 


Len let her go. 


4 


SONG CLXXXI. Sich, Shepher d, &c. 


HY, Celia, ſhow'd you ſo much ſtrive 
our kindling Paſſion to conceal ? 

Your Lips, tho' they Denial give, 

Yet all your Actions Love reveal. 
In vain you ftrive, in vain, alas! 

The charming Paſſion to diſguiſe ; 
It glows, it bluſhes on your Face, 

And ſparkles in your ſwimming Eyes. 
Your Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 

Still contradiẽt whate'er you ſay, 
And tho? your Lips deny the Smar 

Your Eyes are more believ'd than they. 


SONG CLXXXII. Chloe, be wiſe, &es 


HE, that wou'd gain a conſtant Lover, 
8 Muſt at a Diſtance keep the Save; 
ot by a Look her Heart diſcover 
Men ſhou'd but gueſs the Thoughts we have. 
Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, ' 
And all Attendance they will pay : * 
When we're poſſeſs'd their Tranſport ceaſes, 
And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 


SONG CLXXXII. Gentle Zeplyrs, Kc. 


Entle Zephyrs, filent Glades, 
8 Purling Streams, and cooling Shades, 
enſes pleaſing, | 
C Pains appeaſing, . 
Love each tender Breaſt in vades. 

5 Here the Graces Beauties bring, 
> Here the warbling Choriſts fing, 

Love inſpiring, 

All defiring, 3 

o adorn the Infant Spring. 


adars 4... a6 ff 
Here behold the am'rous — 
' Free from Anguiſh, free from Pains, 
F enus ſmilin 2 2 
- Cares begw ing, : 

Nymphs complying,glads the Plains, 

Let no: us, too charming Fair, 

Be the only hapleſs Pair; | 
Oh relieve me, 

Ceaſe to grieve me, 

Eaſe your anxious Lover's Care! 

Kindly here indulge my Love, 

This is, my Dear, no Tell-tale Grove 
Not revealing, | 3 
But concealing, 

All in Love propitious prove. 


Face, 
- 


To purſue the blifful Chace, 
Let me touch this panting Breaſt, 
Here for ever let wo rafts 
. Bliſs enjoying, | 
# Never cloying, 
Ever loving, ever bleft. | 
SONG CLXXXIV, One April Marn,&c, 
NE ha Morn, when from the Sea | 
Phoebus was juſt appearing, | 
Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long ſettled Love endearing, 
Met in a Grove to vent their Spleen 
He bred of * — deen, 
5 | 
She of the 1 ribe diſſenting. | 
Celia, whoſe Eyes outſhone the God 
Newly the Hills adorning, 
Told him, Mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She — Prayers that Morning 3 


WAS] 


Damon, his Arms abou? F 


res that nought᷑ Huld them ſunder 
Sens oy rough 935 how Pin dlelt, 
iTwou'd make him rodr like Thunder, 


Great 2 7 * * Hp blind, 
By Faction ſtilhſuppor SLES 
Or whore vile Money taints the Mind, 
They for Convenience court it: 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhould raiſe his Glory, 
Swears he'll exalt a Vaſſal true, 
Let it be Whig or Tory. 
SONG"CEXXXV. 0h! had me, Ne. 
H! lead to ſome peaceful Room, 
W here none but es Covers come 


ere the ſhrill Fu 3 
But one et H: 


There let me orb my pleaſing Pan, 
ar 3 i 


And never think of N. 

What Glory can a Lover have | 

To Conquer, yet be fill a Slave? 2 | 

SONG CLXXXVI. Pius Selinda, &, 

P. Klinda goes to Prayers, e 
n 


Tf I but ack the Favour: 
d yet the tender Fool's in Tears, 
en ſhe believes Pl! leave her. 
Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 
Or elſe had Hopes to win her; 
Would ſhe could make of me a Saint, 
Or of her a Sinner. , 


SONG CLXXXVII. Aalen Fair, Rc. 
Iſtaken Fair, lay Sherlock by, 
M His Doctrine is deceiving, 
or whilit he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our * 


- 132 


To die's a Leſſon we ſhall know 


Too fon, without a Maſter ; 
Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter. 


I To live's te love, to-bleſs, be bleft 


With mutual Inclination 
Share then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And kindly meet my Paſſion. 
But if thus bleſs'd I may not live, 


And Piry you deny 
To meat leaſt your Sherlock give, 


"Tis I muſt learn to die. 


SONG.CLXXXVIII. E me e 


Gently w hiſper, all ye Trees, 


H's me, each harmonious Grove, 
ane 


each warbling Throat to lov 


And cool each Mead with ſofteſt Breeze; 


Breathe ſweet Odours, ev'ry Flower, 


All your 


various Paintings ſhow ; - 


Pleafing Verdure grace each Bower, 
Around let ev'ry Bleſſing flow. 

| Glide, ye limpid Brooks, along : 

17 Pharus, glance thy mildeſt Ray, 
Mourm'ring Floods, repeat my Song, 


And tell what Coli dare not ſay. 


Cilia comes! whoſe charming Air 
Fires with Love the rural Swains 


Tell, ah! tell the blooming Fair, 
"That Colin dies if ſhe diſdains. 


SONG CLXXXIX. Maidens, beware ye, 
| Aidens, beware ye, ; 


Love will enſnare ye 


Words will detain ye, 
-» Sighs will trepan ye, 


Tears will 


- 


draw you into the Snare, 


lab, dc. 


4 


N 


| If you but look or lend an Ear. 8 7% 


: 
| 
| 


„ 
I find 1 
yea but mind it, 
How many Maids falſe Men betray : 
Let this concern ye, 
Let their Fall learn ye, 
From the Danger to run away. 
Let Virtue guard ye, 
Praiſe will rewar ye, 
And .. will ſhine in brighteſt Fame, 
hen the poor Creature, 
That. yields up her Charter, 
Lives abandon'd, and dies with "Shame. 


„Ke. SONG CXC, The Sun was ſunk, 4. 


LAS! when charming Silvia's 
Wo ack ET 
2 1 jo tt 
ear: 
4 5 5 5 her, roVe, = | 
4% % rot this 2 Tate? 
EET Eon” 
e 3 
n R —_— - 
— „I freeze, I 72. 
— be to bend Icy 


"I no! "tis Love, tis now too 


Plain, 
; ＋ IS —— e ie 2 5 


| Fat i — . and was her Prize : 
Fs b 2 PT SE _ 3 
SONG CXCI. The bf Shoberd.. 


NE Night when all 27 e ſle 
r 


wretched Shepher waking kept 45 . 
To tell the Woods his Ca reg” -. £5 


PR... 


GaAs... 
* Be one (ſaid be fond Thou 4 3 
3 give — Sorrows 6 ks, 8. 
ſhou'd you waſte your Tears for one, 
Who thinks on you no more? 


c wy oh ye 8 e Flocks, ye Pow'rs! 
© ] hat dwell wikis this & ! 
© Can tell how many tender Hours 
e have here paſg'd in Love! 
© Yon Stars above! my cruel Foes? . 
61 © Can tell how ſhe has ſworn, 
| * A-thouſfand 1 that like, to-thoſe, 
| © Her Flame ſhould ever burn! 
1 © Bur fince ſhe's loft oh! let the have 
Mx Wiſh, and qui y dics 
WI < In this cold Bank I'll e a Grave, 
And there for ever lie: 
| © Sad Nightingales the Watch ſhall keep, 
4 © And kindly here complain. 3 
Then down the Shepher lay to ſleep, 8 
[4/8 But never roſe again. / 


SONG CXCII, Love wil fud ut, Kc. 


VER the Mountains, 
And over the * 
Over the Fountains, 

And under the Graves; 
Over Floods that are deepeſt, | 
Which do Neptune obey ; 
Over Rocks that are ſtee 

Love will find out the Way. 


mi Where there is no Place 
For the Glow-Worm t ba 
Where there is 7 — 75 
Foe Receipt of a 
Where the Midge — not venture, 
Leſt herfelt fait ſhe lay: 
But-if Love came, he will enter, 
ſu 5 find: gat his Way. 


4 3 
0 = 


— — —ä— ——— ow 2 —— — 
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— 2 — 2 
- 22 —_—_— 
-— - — 
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— 
— 


A Chad i in his Force; 
| | Or you _ deem him 
A Coward, which is worſe : 
But it ſhe, whom Love doth honour, 
Be conceal'd from the Day, 
Set a thouſand Guards upon Mer, 
Love will find out the Way. 


1 dome think to loſe him, | 
Which is too unkind ; ds 
And ſome do ſuppoſe bim, FE = 
Poor Thing, to be blind? | 
* But if ne'er cloſe ye wall him, | | £59 
Do the beſt that ye may, 
Blind Love, if fo ye call him, 
He will find out the Way. 


v4 You may train the Eagle, 
* To * to your Fit, 
1 Or you may inveigle 

| e.Phcenix of the Eaſt ; 

&c The Bones vou may move her 

: To give oer her Prey: 

But you'll never ſtop a Lover, 
Love will find out his Way. 


SONG CXCIII. Still he's the Ao: © 


Hat Woman cou'd do, I have try'd * 
W Yet do what N * en 


can, 
I love him, and tho' he flies 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 24 
They tell me at once, he to Twenty will 3 
When Vous are ſo ſweet, who the Falſhood can fear? 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still, — {till he's the Man. 


I caught him once making Love to a Maid, 
en to him I ran, 


He turn'd, and h kilo d me, then who cou'd u 
So civil a Man?, ME” fans mo 


> -R 3 
* ws 
wY 


— 
1 = 


A 
* 


| : f 136 
The next Da Day I found to a Third he was ki 
I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 
So let me do what I 7." 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 


All the World t 
I do 1 drone ef his Ar - 


But he has taken luch hold of my Heart, 
doubt he's the Man! my 2 


So ſweet are his Kifles, his Looks are fo kind, 
He may have his F aults, tif none I can fin 
Who can do more m_ they can; 
He, ſtill is the Man. x 


SONG CXCIV. Handel's Minut, 


WAY with Suſpicion, : | 
A That Bane to Defire ; 3 
The Heart that loves truly, all — defies; 

The Rules of Diſcretion 1 
But ſtifle the Fire; 
On its Merit alone, true Beauty relies, © 
bar a Folly to tremble, 
- Leſt the Lover diſſemble 
| His Fire ? 
Turtles that woo, 
BSE 
e we enjoy. 
1 oſt wy at ! al 
nd to repeat it is | 
All! Tg can defire. 


$ONG CXCV. The Braus of Pleaſure. 
II Men of Pleaſure, 


5d, 


Who count the Seizure, 
og gots 81 g Le 


No . — by 
But a; refrain 


diſdain it 
Oy * t'other Fla. 


1% ) 


SONG cxcvl. Ei hard i i, e. 


OW hard is the Fate of all Wimankind, 
H For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd, - 
Our Parents controul us until we ave Wives, 
Our Husbands enſlave us the reſt of our Lives. 

fondl we love, y et we dare 2 
1. ph Lage, ＋ d to conce 
Deny d ev'ry Freedom ife to enj Y, 


Wo law I were ond, A if were coy. 
SONG CXCVII. Stella Darling of the. 
Muſes. 

Bi as Phebe in Glory, 


Is my Charmer's glittering Eyes, 
ar excelling. A* Flora, 
in Spring ſhe does ariſe. 
by than the, faireſt Lillies, 
Bright as Silver is her Hair, 
Such Delights in rp Pbillis, 
Never, never could appear. 


Her ſweet Cheeks do cauſe the Roſes 
To bow down to the Stalk, 
Shameful makes the bluſhing Poſies, 
When ſhe does in Gade walk. 


I will build my Dear a Bower, 
She ſhall have a fragrant Couch, 
Made of all the ſweeteſt Flow 
Where no Dangers ſhall her vers 


Should I make a Crown of Roſes, 
When her Hands the ſame receiv 
Then *twould be like fading Poſies, 
Or a Heap of wither'd Leaves. 


Thus ſhe does ſur _ all Nature, 
She is prudent, chaſte, and wi? 
Sure ſhe's not a mortal Creature, 
But a Goddeſs in DOT. 


r 


| OV little blind Deceiver go, | 

I And tell thy ä 

A ftrong Reſentment I will ſhow, 

Since ſhe does love another. 

"What tho? her Air and Shape's divine, 

Yet till I can withſtand her, 

PI: make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhew him I'm Comman 


But if true Love hath no Effect, 
On that delightful Treaſure, . 

The Power I have I'll not neglect, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure, 


from the Groves, each Goddeſs, 
Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, » 
And to the Voice of Mufick, © 
Make an harmonious Noiſe: - wy 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 
The charming Song approve z 
25 on till Jove grow jealous, 
d envy me my Love, 


Flora, thou charming Goddeſs, 
In all thy Bloom | _ 
Put on again freſh nds, 
Begin once more the Year, | 
| thyſelf to Pomona, 
| 2551 Flowers adorn the Ground ; 
Let Spring remain for ever,  — * 
Wich Youth and Beauty crowrod, 
Let little Birds thro' Meadows, : 
All tune their N= Throats, 
While bubling Water echo's 
_ The Muſick of their Notes. 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 
he charming Song approve 3 
Sing on till Jove grow jealous, 
And envy me toy Love. 


SONG CXCVIIL. You lt bind, Re. 


SONG CXCIX. Come from theGroves, &c. 


4 
i 
4 
{ 
{ 


* 
* 
. 


sow CC. Nancy. A two Part Sang 


To humble haughty Hain, F 
Let Fears ne'er Si thy — 


Se. Amidſt the feaming Pillows» , 


| She May guardian Gods procell they 4 — 4 


He. ND canft thou leave thy Nayey, -. 
And quit thy native Shore ? 4 
It comes into my Fancy 
I neer ſhall ſee thee more. 


He. Yes, I muſt leave my Naney, 


For we ſhall meet again. 


Where thundring Cannons roa?, 
You'll think on theſe green Willow®» 
And wiſh yourſelf on Shore, 1 
He. I fear no Land or Water, — 
I fear 3 2 . a >. x 
weet Revenge ar ugliters - * - + 
re all that 1 defire. | * i 


From Water, Fire, and $ 
And may no Fears affect he.... 4 
Like thoſe which now I feel. ji 

He, Ileave thee Heaven's Protection, 

My Life, my only Dear, Fits . 

You have my ſole Affection, . 
So ſtill conclude me here, . 


SONG CCI. The Cuckonw, By Shake» 
N ſpear. 5 | 

HEN Dazies py'd, and Violets blue, 
And Cucko w- Buds of yellow He w. 

And Lady-Smocks all Silver white, 2 2 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight! 

The Cuckow then on every Tree, 

Mocks married Men, for thus fings he, 

Cuckoo, Cuthiey, O'! Word of Fear, 

Unpleafing to @ married Ear. 


A nap ore) Rooks and Daws, 
bleach their Summer Smocks z 
And Mallee bien every Tree 

Mocks married Men, for thus fings he, 
Tile Cuckow O ! LT * 


to a married Ear 


- SONG Coll. Our he Hl, &e. 
Ere I laid on Greenland 's Coaſt, * 


And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs, 
arm amidſt eternal Froſt, 
Too ſoon the half Year's Night would paſs. 
Were I fold on Ladian Soil, 


Soon as the burning Day was clogd, 
I would mock the ſultry Toil, 
| © — —ͤ— Breaſt repov'd. * 
1 would love you all the Day, | 
Ev'ry Night we'd kiſs and play, 
If with me yo ou'd fondly ſtray 
Over the Hills and far away. 


SONG CCI. Caurti ers, Courtiers, think 
it no Harm. 


TAN may eſcape from Rope and Gun. | 
Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the Doctor's Pill 5 
ho takes a Woman muſt be undone, 
ber Baſilisk is ſure to kill: 
| oo my D reacle is loſt in the Sweets, 
Woman, Woman, Woman, 
80 de that taſtes Woman Ruin meets. 


f 80NG CCIV. Young Phileret on Coin 
r | 
Youth whom 1, to fave would de, 
Sar paſſes all Deſire; 


| Love's fatal Dart, enflames Heart, 
| And ſets it all on Fire, win 


 $ONG cc 


Age is nought but Sorrow s 


plain — | . Love, 
The ative e, without her 

Thus mourns like me oppreſt; | 
But when her Mate arriv.s, tho late, 


Joy triumphs in hag Breaſ 
"Huth's the Seaſon, &c. 
Outh's the Seaſon made for Joy, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deferves her Beauty, 
Let's be gay, 
” . While we may : 
Beauty's a Flow'r deſpig'd in Decay. 
Toth 4 the Seaſon, &c, 
Let us drink and ſport To-day, 
Ours is not To-morrow, 
Love wich Youth flies ſwift away, 


and fing 
oe Time's — the Wing, : Spring, 
ite never knows the return 

Let us drink, &c. ; 2 


SONG CCVI. *Twas when the Seas ters 
roar ing 2 + | | % 
OW eruel are the Traito 
Who lie and ſwear in Je, 3 
o cheat unguarded Creatures | . 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt! $6" 1 
Whoever ſteals a Shilling | - 
Through Shame the Guilt coneeals, 
In Love the perjur'd Villain 
With Boaſts the Theft reveals. 


SONG CCVII. Z whe once was great. 


Uſtom prevailing ſo long 'mongft the Great, 
(; Makes Oaths eaſy Potions to ſleep ou, 
'hich many, on gaining good Places repeat, 

Without cer defigning to Keep one: 


: 
| 
| 
| 


. . "ww | 
For an Oath's ſeldom kept, as a Virgin's fair Fame; 
A Lover's fond Vows; or a Prelate's good Name; 
A Lawyer to Truth';. a Stateſman from Blame; 

Or a Patriot Heart in a Courtier. Date 


SONG Sc. Cut but Fuck. 


h their ſoft 1 and Faces ſo bright; 


80 happy and ſo bleſt as we? 
On w 
And all the Hours of Life beguile, 
Entranc'd in Bliſs each rapturous Night. a 


| SONG CCIX. y is your faithful Slave, 
I Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 
How, like a Moth, the fimple Nald | 
-Still plays about the Flame; 
Won ſhe be not made a Wi $75 
+ Honour's fing'd, and then for Life, 
| She's what I dare not name. | | 
SONG CCX., 7 Ni,, &c. 
iE Minutes ſwiftly, move, 1 
. 7 bear me to my Love; 
3 en Phebus near, yy 
| Im debonair, . _ 
I - And happier far than Jove: | 
Hitler every Charm 
| The coldeft Cyntci's Breaſt 
coldeft Cynick's ; 
nos SR 
My Wishes fly, | 
. To tell how L 


1. 


SONG I. rate chear up, &. 
M 
or your d erg | 
And call fort p 
And let there no Liquor be lacking; 5 
We have Motey | in "6M - 
And intend for to roar ; 2 — 
—_— we have ſent it e 
n, Drawer, make h A 
5 4 let no Time waſte, SSN 
But give or his dues ERS AE 
To avoid al gr Tons A 
Let each Man ve double, — n Po 
3 1 
Since be, that made one, made two, * e 
Come drink, my Hearts, drink, | 1 
And call for your Wine, | 


'Tis that makes a Man to ſpeak tral e 
N ares "IIS 


Or daily complain, 


That be, i in his Drink, is unruly d | 
Then drink and be civil, | 2” 
lntending no Evil, FR 
8 | | 
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194 = 
Af that u'll be ruled by me 4 
Hor i ond ok, 


EAN ola Cura, — 


in U the | | 

- 5 and FO , 
1 himſelf, 

Scarce eats a gogd 490 64 in the Year 


But we'll not d 
Howe'er the Wor'd 


9 hav E in Stop 4 


e never wi e 
Since be, that made three, wade fon, . 


| Since he, &c, 


. 
— 
* 


come drink, my Hearts, ns 


5 And Call for your you 


e think PI 1 


For us op this World t ane | 
Tis no matter for t Ap 


Let us have 2 Lac ue BD 2 


| 1 Tor: of old "yy 

7 E 18 Brains are barren, 

His nor (like Coffee) 18. 
gn 2 for Wine, : * 


Tis a Drink more 2 


. Without it we periſh an 


Then troll it 3 
Vatil 'tis all out, 


We'll affront hi hg 8. : 

© ront lim in ſhite of his 

If he grudges his Ferry, TR 

ace be, that wade Fo, mace hn ; 
e, t | 

Hure be, Ge. | 3 


But now the Time's come; 
That we all mult go Home, 
Our Liquors all gone, that's for certain; 
Which makee me repine, 
That a God fo divine 
Won't give us one OP at our parting. 
But fince all is paid, 
Let's not be diſcoay'd,, 
But fly to great Ba in 1 
b And chide him; becauſe 
oF ad fe mage Fe +4 » 
e he, that wen, | . x 
Since he; &c. 1 s 


SONG If.” Diwn acne M I 


Ere's a Health to the King, and a lafting A | 
1 May Faction be dumb, and Diſcord ceaſe :- 
— us drinſt it whlle doe ve — < 

Fe or my. here's no drinking after Death ; 


And he that won't with this comply, e 
Down among the dea Men, | | 
Down among the dead Men, 
Down, down, down, 

Down among the dead. Men let bin le. f 


Now a Health to the Queen ahd may the Jon 5 
B'our firſt fair Toaft Wu grace our Son S 


| 8 
s Off w' your Hats. w' your Knee on the 1 
Take off your Bumpers all around; 
And he that will not drink his dry, 


3 h Down among, &c. 


Let charming Beauty? Health round 
In whom celeſtial [= are 35 | 


85 8 2 
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; . 196). * 
Fa Confuſion ftill purſue - | 1 
Ad be ſenſeleſs memes we? Crew s x" 

And he that will this th deny, 

Down among, &c. A 
"Here's thriving to Trade, and the Common-weal, 
And Patriots to their Country leil ; 

But who for Bribes gives Satan his Soul, 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing Bowl ; 
And all that with ſuch Rogues camply , , 
Down among, &c. : 
In ſmiling Bacchus Joys T1 roll, | i 
Deny no Pleafyre to my Soul ; 13 
Let Bacchus Health round ſwiftly move, 
For Bacchus is a Friend to Love; | 
And he that does this Healeh deny, 


Down among, &c. 
SONG III. Gay . 3 
| 8 Bacchus likin Ws Eftcourt's Wine, 
A e 


A noble Meal beſpoke; 
for the Gueſts that ware to dine, 
Brought cms, Love and Joke | 
The God near Cupid drew his Chair, 
And Joke near Comes plac'd ; 
Thus Wine makes Love'fo orget its Care, 
And Mirth exalts a Fea 


The more to pleaſe each — God, 
Each ſweet engaging 

Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, 6-2 
And took a Waiter's Place, 


Then Cupid N — ev'ry Glaſs .. 
A y of the | 
While Bacchus ores drink the Laſs, 
And had it Bumper high. 
Fat Comus toſt his Brimmer o'er, 
5 e took ot the ; lh 3 
or took Care to m more, Ho 
ene'er he miſt the Toaſt, 


[ 


They call'd, and drank at evry Touef- 
Then fill'd and drank again; 
And if the Gods can take too 
"Tis faid, they did ſo then, 
Free Jeſts run all the Table round, 
And with the Wine conſpire | 
(While they by ſly Reflection wound) 
To ſet their Heads on Fire. 
Gay Bacchus little Cutid flung 
e ae Ns kee 
nd Cupid mock'd his ſtamm'r 
With all his ſtagg'ring Gaits,” "5 8 
drothd on Cm greedy Ways, 
2 Tales without 2 Jeſt. "v5 
While (ons call'd his witty Plays 
But Waggeries at beſt. 


Such Talk ſoon ſet them all at odds, 
And had I Homers P 

I'd fing ye how they drank like 
And how they fought like Men, 


To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 
ho made them ſoon agree 5 
And had the Furies ſelves been nigh, 
They till were three to three. 
Bacchus appear'd, raisd Cupid up, 
And —— him back n Bow | 
But kept ſome Dart to ſtir the 
Where Sack and Sugar flow, 
Joke, taking Comus' roſy Crown, 
In Triumph wore the Prize _ | 
And thrice in Mirth he puſh'd him down. 
As thrice he ſtrove to riſe. 
1 hen Cupid ſought the Myrtle Grove, 
Where Fans did recline, * 
And Beauty, cloſe embracing Love, 
1 hey join'd to rail or iy 
: 9.3 


[ And Comus loudly eurſ Wi 2 3: 4H 1 IK 
| Wien off to fome Reta,” He 4 Si 04 * 
' Whcre boon Companions gravely ſie - 38 
In fat unweildy State. De, =E 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
4 mu 5 Glaſs prepares * 
ey and are exceeding ki 
And vow to be ſincere, on. 
But part in Time, whoever hear 
= This our inſtructive Song: | 
= For tho' ſuch Friendſhips may be dear,, 
They can't continue long. 11 1 


SONG VI. Diogenes farly and proud, 


1 Ingenes ſurly and proud, | 
| ho ſnarbd at the Macedon Youth, 
ighted in VVine that was good, Va 

Becauſe in good VVine there was Truth; 

But growing as poor as a Job, SS 
Unable to purchaſe a Flask * 

He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd hy the Scent of the Cask. 


 Heraclitxs ne er would deny 
A Bumper to cheriſh his Heart; 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his 3 
Tho? ſome are fo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
*T'wasonly his Cuſtom to drink, 
Till the Liquor flow?d out of his Eyes. 
Demoeritus always was glad 
10 tipple and cheriſh his Soul ; | 
VVould laugh like a Man that was mad, 
VVhen over a good flowing Bow!; -— 
As long as his Cellar was ftor'd 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, | 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh, ; 


/ 


Wiſe Hlon, who carefully gave | 

Good Laws unto Athens of Old, , 

And thought the rich Cræſus a Slave | 
(Tho! a King) to his Coffers of Gold; 

He . in plentiful Bowls ; OE 
But Drinking, much Talk would decline, 

Becauſe *twas the Cuſtom of Fools, 

Jo prattle much over their Wine, 


Old Socrates ne er was content, | 
* [il] a Bottle had heighten'd his Joys, 
Who in's Cups to the Oracle went 
Or he neter had been counted ſo Wiſe : 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made Wine the Delight of his I. ife, 
Or Xanteppe would never have provd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his Parts, 
Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 

Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 
Which he drank like a Miſer at Home; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good 

To the = (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his Claret. 


Pythagoras did Silence en join, 


On his Pupils who Wiſdom would ſeek; 
Becauſe he 2. good Wine, 
'Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 


And when he was whimſical growyn, 


With ſipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown, 
He conceiv'd 1ranſmigration of Souls, 


cas too, like the reſt, 
' Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt, 
Made Keafon the brighter to ſhine 3 


1 
| ©, 


| With Wine he . his Veins, 

= And made his — Reel; F477 

i | Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 

Turn d round like a Chariot Whecl. 
riſtotle, that Maſter of _ 
been but a Dunce without Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 

His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 6 * 
Was as big as a WN Troughz, » 

He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough, 

When Pyrrbo had taken a Glaſs, 15 

| He ſaw that no Object appear d, 

Exactly the ſame as it was 
Before he had liquor'd his Beard: 

For N running round in his ux, | 
Which ſober he motionleſs found, 
:cafion'd the Sceptick to think h 

| There was nothing of Truth to be found; 

Old Plato was reckon ; d Divine, 

He fondly to Wiſdom was prone ;- 

But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been known. 

By Wine we are generous made, 

It furniſh:s Fancy with Wings, 

Without it we ne'er ſhould: have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SONG. V. Young Bacchus, &c.- 
Oung Bacchus, when marry beſtriding his Tun,. 
* = Fes 


. 
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N 
' 
, 
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Proclainvd a gun» . 
| e firſt that appear'd was a of the Gown, 
= A jolly parochial Prieſt; | 
Ke fill'd up his Bowl, drank a Health to the Church, 
Preferring it to the King, 6-4 
8 Altho” he long fince had left both in the Lurch, 
Yet he canted like any Thing. be 


Who lengthen'd his Bill with co hy and mawdraw, 


; 


ba 


101 ) 
The next was a talkative Blade (whom we call 
A Doctor of the Civil Law pet 
He guzzl'd and drank up the Devil and all, 

As faſt as the Drawer could draw z, | 
But a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny'd, | : 
Tho' luſtily he could ſwill | | 

Becauſe, ſtilf the taſter the Quality dyd, 
It brought the more Griſt to his Mill. 

The next a Phyſician to Ladies and Fords, | '# 
Who eaſes all Sickneſs and Pain, 5 

And con jures Diſtempers away with hard Words, 
Which he knows is the Head of his Gain; 

He ſtep'd from his Coach, fill'd his Cup to the Brim, 
And quaffing, did freely agree, | 

That Bacchus, who gave us ſuch Cordial to drink, 
Was a better Phyſician than he. 


The next was a Juſtice who never read Law, aͤꝓ 
With twenty Informers behind | 
On Free-coſt he tipp!'d, and till bid them draw, 
„Till his Worſhip had drank himſelf blind $ 
Then reeling away, they rambl'd in queſt 
Of Drunkards and }ilts of the Town, | 
That they might be puniſh'd, to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop him a Crown. | 
The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By Tallymen chiefly employ'd, 


" * 
— , Too. 0+ WY ee. — eo —_ 


1 HHS alle wy we — * beſide; Weile; Hol, 
e Healths, that he drank, were to Weſtmi 

And to all the grave Dons of the Gon; 

in Petro, durendum in Paul, | 
uch Latin ſure never was known. 

The laſt that appear'd was a Soldier in red, 

With his Hair doubld under his Hat, | 
Who was by his Trade a fine Gentleman made, 

Tho” as hurgry and poor as a Rt; He 
He ſwore by his God, tho? he liv'd by his King, 

Or the Help of ſome impudent Punx 
That he would not depart, till he made the Butt fing, 

And himſelf moſt confoundedly drunk, las MED es 
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SONG VI. Ring, ring the Bar-Ball, &c. 
Ulcas, eontrive me ſuch a Cup, e 
As Neſtor us d of old; . 
Shew all thy Skill to trim it up, 
Damask it round with Gold. 
Make it fo large, that fill'd with Sack 
Up to the fwelling Brim, 
Vaſt Toaſts, en the delicio 
Like Ships at Sea, may ſwim. 
Engrave not Battle on his Cheek, 
With War I'v- nought to do; 
m none of thoſe that took ˖ 
Nor Tarmonth Leaguer knew. 


Let it no Nam of Plancts tell, 
Fiz d Stats or Conſtellations; 
For I am no Sir SiAopbel, 
Nor none of his Relations. 
But c2rve th reon a ſpreading Vine; 
Ihen add two lovely Boys; NN 
Their Libs in am'rous Folds intwine, 
. The type of ſuture Joys, ; 
.. Cupid and Bacchus my Saints are, 
| ar Drink and Love ſtill reign $545 
With Wine I waſh away my Care, 
And hen to Love again. 
SONG VII - The Poly Tipers: 
F all the Occupations | 
_ A Toper is the beſt ; . 
For when the World's Affairs runs croſs, 
Good 2 gives him reſt. | 
= And a Toping, and a Toping we will go, &. 
Here's to thee, honeſt toping Jack, 2 44d 
Here's Wine 8 u Hast 1 
W And if the Bottles almoſt out, 
We'll have the other Quart. 
4 a Toping, &. 


— —— — oy Cy ny — 
— —— 


* 
— — 22 —— qr— 


mm 


| | | 
i 
What cho? y our ſober Sneakers 


2 2 YEAR B24 
5 ply VJ wallow in the Dirt, | 
And wo do ſwim in Wie 8 


Tet a Toping, &c. 
The Mufick that delights 
Is when the Bar-Be 1 
For when the Wine's got in our a. 
We fancy that we're Kings. 7 


20g 
Good Liquor drives away all Cares, 
Which ſo perplex Mens Lives. 
For when we've drank our Courage up, 
We fear — ſcolding Wives. 
And a Toping, &c. 
We'll drink at Morn, at Noon, Night, 
The Glaſs ſtill going round; and, 13 
* when ki e cannot fit upright, 
hs 1 * 25255 8 the — 
&c. 


See > hy: ſhining 5 
2 fall your Glaſſes high ; 

o' go ins attack our Limbs, | 

Well W until we die. 
"a Taping, &c. * 
* lives. on Celia's Smiles, 
it ſhe frowns, he dies 
| But when are Female. Smiles, or Frowns, 
> 1o jolly drinking Boys ? 
And a. Taping, dec. 

Let Miſers heap up fore of Gold. - 

To pleaſe, — Sou 15 
The greateſt Bliſs we Topers 5 | 

Is in full lowing Bowls 
Aud a, Tojing, &c. 
Let Whigs and Tories plague thei Heads, 

To ſettle State rm 1 F 
We'll drink, ard all our Time carouſe, 

If we live a thouſand Years, 
And E Toping, ma 


SONG VIII. Yo gl 3 


7172 2er dſpiles, | 

| t 

Let him drink bis Small-Beer, and be ſober 3 
Whilt we drink Wine and fing, _ 
As if it were Sprin 

He ſhall droop lire che 


* 


. in October. 


Take a Hair of h 


And be not ſo filly, 
wt To follow old 
. For there's nothing but Wine that can tune us. 
| Let his Ne Aſueſcas | | 

Be put in his Cap-Caſe, 3 
And fing Bibito vimum 2 35 . 


6 . SONG IX, Well tink, &c. 
= | ELL dfink, and we'll never have done, Boys, 
| Pat the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys, | 
I 's Example i invite us, 

* wy e's drunk xy Night, 

| That makes him ſo bright, 

That he's able next Morning to light us, 


Drinking's a Chriſtian Diverſion 
=! Unknown to the x and'the —— \ 
4 | Mabonmetan F A 7 


Let 
Live by heatheniſh Rules, 
And dream o'er their Tea-Pots and coe: 
While the brave Britons fing, | 
And drink Healths to the 


3 4 


Ts 7. - 
SONG X. Diogenes, /ury, &c. 
LD Saturn, that Drone of a God, 
9 And Father of all the Divine, 
ill govern'd the VVorld with a Nod, 
Yet fancied brisk VVomen and VVine; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
By fipping his plentiful Bowl 
Then frankly the Truth he would own, 
That a VVench was the Joy of his Soul, 
Gre ns like his old Dad, 
- To Love and a Bottle inclin'd, 
VVhen mellow, was conſtantly glad 
Jo find a plump Girl to his Mind ; 
And then, as the Story is told, 
He'd conjure himſelf in her Army, 
As once in a Shower of Gold 
He rifled fair Danae's Charms. 


Stern Mars the great God of the Field, 
All Day tho! delighting in Blood, 
At Night his fierce Godſhip would yield 

To Beauty and VVine that was good: 
With Neckar he'd cheriſh his Heart, 

And raiſe up his wanton Defires, 
Then to Venus, his Darling, impart 

The VVarmch of his amorous Fires, 


Apollo, the Patron of Bays, : 
Full Goblets would merrily drain, 
And fing forth poetical Lays, _ 
When the Fumes had got into his Brain 
But ftill as he whimſical _ | 
By toping the Juice of the Vine, 
To daily he flew 
To kiſs all the mufical Nine. 


Sly Mer too, like the reft, © 
ade 


enching and VVine his Delight, - 
And thought himſelf pert bleſt 
_ YVith a Bottle and * at Night: 


$1 


No VVonder Debauches he lov'd, _ _ 
2nd Cheating his Pleaſure he made, 
For the Odds have ev'ry one prov'd _ 

That Pimping was always his Trade, 
Plump Bacchss, that tun-belly'd Sot, 
His Thirft could but {cldomallay, _. 
Till aftride o'er a Hogſhead he got, 
And drank all the Liquor away: 
As long as upright he could fit, 
He'd ftrenuous bellow for more; 


[ When drunk, then the Veſſel would quit, 


And reel to ſome Bacchanal Whore, 
SONG XI, Here's to thee, &c. 


S tippling Fobn was jogging on, 
pling 709 wan jog h 
ith tott'ring Pace, and fiery F ac, 
- " Suſpicious of high Flight : . 
The Guards, who took him by his Look, 
For ſome chief Fire-brand, - 
Ask'd, whence he came? what was his Na me? 
Who are you? ſtand, Friend, ſtand. * 


I am going h ſrom Meeting come. 
Ay, fays — at's the Caſe: |; 
2 


Some Meeting he has burnt, yay ſee 
IS la 's ſtill eng Fares Pls 4 8 
thought twas Time to purge orime 
J nd g „'twas his I tent 898577 5 
For to aſſwage his thirſty Rage; 
+ That Meeting twas he meant. 
Come, Friend, be plain 6s in-vain, 
Says one, pray let us know 
That we may find, how you're inclin; d. 
Are you High-Church of Lo ? 
Jobs faid to that, I'll tell you what. 
To end Debates and Strifes _- + 1 
Al I can fay, this is my Way e 
I ſteer my Courſe of LiſGGGG. 
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I neer to Bow, nor Burgeſs go, | 
To Steeple-houſe, nor. Hall ; 1 
The brisk Bar- bell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, dye call? | 
Now judge, am I Low-chureh, or High? 
From Tavern, or the Steeple, 
Whoſe merry Toll exalts the Soul, | 
And makes us high flown People. 


The Guards came on, and looh'd at John, 
With Countenance moſt pleaſant : 
By Whiſper round, they all ſoon ſound, 
He was no dang'rous Peaſant: 
So while Jabu ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
Kc. Expecting their Deciſionn 
* Pox on't, ſays one, let him be gone, 
He's of our own Religion. 


SONG XII. Here's to thee, my Bay, &c. 
Ere's to 5 þ ot" ICY 
| H My pe dp te = 
ame? , a Toper T love as my. Life 
IIe as my Life, | 
Nor cries like an Aſs, : 
To go bome-to bis Miſtreſs or Wife, 
To go home to bis Miſtreſs or Wife. 


i But he f 5, . ” + tein 

ns S e. „ Dae 4 

5 All the Night be looks jovial and gay, . 

Looks jouial and gay; e ht 

1 W hen Morning appears, | 

= Then homeward be ſteers, 

D ſnore out the reſt of the Day, 

| To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 
He feels nat the Cares, — 
The Griefs or the Pars, + 

That the too often attend, 

Too often attend; 

„ TN 


ant of hi Bottle 204 Ran 5 
ae XIII. Iten ſhe came, &c. 
Ome fill me a Bump br 
Let's have wo were Female . 
For Pre try'd the Endearments and Pleaſures of Love, 
I find they're but Nonſenſe and W himfies, by Jove. 
+ firſt of all Betty and I aint, 
abe, ike a Fool, and fhe figh'd lhe 2 Kart: 
But J found her Religion, her Face, and ber, Love, 
Mere Hypocriſy, Paint, and Self-Intereſt by Jove. 
Fact Cecil came next, with her languiſhing Air. 
_—_—— was orderly, modeſt, and fair 
ber as ſe bet K wacke Lam, * 
Fir hf as ony Strumpet, by Jove.. + 
Jenney's Gold charm'd me at 


{ Come fill me a Bumper brave 
Here a Farewel to E Ham the, ih 6 == 7 Noiſes 
J know few of their Sex — — by my Love, 
| And for Strumpets and Filts, T abhor them, by Jobe. 


SONG XIV. Lt Soldiers fight, &c. 


ET Soldiers fight for Pre ar Praiſe, 
And Mandy the Miſer's Wiſh; 
Scholars ſtudy all their * N 
And Gluttons HF pd mM their Di 


Tn A us the — Bonk, * 


Let Minions ae et ev'ry Hair, 
And in a Lover's Lock delight, | 
And artificial Colours wear; 
Pure Wine is native oo * white: 
"Tis Win 6 


JO 
The baskward Spirit it makes brave 

1 hat lively which before was dull; 
Opens the Heart that loves to fave, 

And Kindneſs flows from Cups brim-full : 
*Tis Wi. ine, &c. | 


Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 
Some want a Wife, and ſame a Punk, 
Some Men want Wit and others Wealth 3 
But they want nothing that are drunk: 
*Tis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad 


Therefore give us the chearing Bowls, 
SONG XV, An hundred Years hence. 
by: us drink and be merry, 


Dance, joke, and rejoice 
ith Claret 2 Sherry, Ft 
Theorbo, and Voice : 

The changeable World 
To our Joy is unjuſt, 
All Treaſure's uncertain, 
Then down with your 
In Frolicks diſpoſe 2 | 
Your Pounds, Shillings and Pence, 
For we ſhall be nothing, 
An hundred Years hence. 


3 

And Maids by the By. 
Fiſh-dinners will make 

A Laſs ſpring like a Flea's' : 
Dame Venus (Love's Goddeſs) 

Was born of the Sea: | 
With Bacchus, and her, 

We'll tickle the Senſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt ie 

An hundred Years hence. 


--, 


. 0 7 
Your moſt beautiful Bit, 
1 hat hath all Eyes upon her, 
That her. Honeſtly fells 
For a Hautgoyt of Honour, 
Whoſe Lightneſs, and Brightneſs, 
Doth ſhine in ſuch Splendor, 
- That none but the Stars . 
Are thought fit to attend her: 
Though now ſhe be pleaſant, 
And: ſweet to the Senſe, 
Will be damnably mouldy 
An hundred Years hence. 


The Uſurer, that 4 1 . 
In the hundred takes twenty, 
Who wants in bis wealth, - 
And pines in his Plenty ; | 

Jays up for a Seaſon 
Which he ſhall ne'er ſee, 
The Year One Thoufand 
Eight hundred and three : 
His Wit and his Wealth, 
| | His Learnin and Senſe, 
= Shall be turn'd to nothing 
An hundred Years henee. 
Your Chancery-Lawyers, 
- Whoſe —_— thrives, 
In ning out its 
Lo the Length of three Lives: 
Such Suits which the Clients - 
Do wear out in Slav'ry | 
Whilſt Pleader make Conſcience 
A Cloak for his Knav'ry ; 
May boaſt of Subtlety, 
In the preſent Tenſe, 
ut Non eft inventus 
An hundred Years hence. 


Then why ſhould we turmoi! 
In Cares, and in Fears, 


— 


Turn all our TranquiPty 
To Sighs and Tears; 


(. arr } 
Let's eat, drink, and play, 
Till the Worms do corrupt us, 
Tis certain, poſt rurtem, * 
Nella voluptas. 
Let's deal With our Damſels 
That we may, from thence, 
Have Broods to ſucceed us 
An hundred Years hence, 


SNOG XVI. On, on, my Dear, &c, 
He to thee, my Damon, let's drink and BE 4 
n 


merry 2 

Farourn all our Cares in full Bumpers of Sherry” 
Commit ev'ry Care to the Guardians above, 

And we'll live like Immortals in Pleaſure and Love. 


Here's Phillis's Health, lo ! the Liquor flows higher, 
is Phillis's Name chat awakens the Fire: | 
Since the Liquor is clear, let our Eloquence ſhine, 
And Fancy be brisk as the ſparkling Wine, 


Ye Nymphs, and ye Graces, ye Cupids, ye Swains, 
Go pluck the ſweet Roſes Brie el dne Plains; 
Pluck only ſuch Roſes as worthy the Fair, 

And weave her a Chaplet with diligent Care: 


While to yon cool Poplar's kind Shade we retire, 
To melt in Embraces, and mingle our Fire; 5 
In languiſhing Blifſes, we'll live, and we'll die, 
She'll melt in the Flames that I catch at her Eye. 


SONG XVII. Folly Mortals fill, &. 


ET”'s be jovial, fill our Glaſſe | 
Madhcs 92 for us to think,* 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway'd Chink. 


Then never let vain Cares oppreſs us: 
Riches are to them a Snare; 

We're ev'ry one as rich as Craſus, 
While our Bottle drowns our Care. 


1 * 
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Wine will make us red as Roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget ; 

Come, let's fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of Debt. 


When grim Death 'comes looking for us, 
We are toping off our Bowls; -— 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus, ; 
Death, be gone, here's none but Souls, 
God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly ; - 
Ever after underſtanding, | 
Drinking Souls can never die. 


SONG XVII. Wine daes, &c. 


Ine does Wenders 1. ä 
Makes the heavy light and gay; 
Throws off all their Melancholy, | 
Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and play, 
And the Poor and Needy jolly. 


Wine makes — — bold, 
Men in Years forget they're old; | 
Women leave their coy diſdaining, 
Who till then were ſhy and cold ; 
Makes the Niggard ſlight his Gold, 
And the Foppiſh entertaining. 


SONG xxx. / the Gloſs, c. 


FF the Glaſſes they are empty, A 
fas again, my Soul's a-dry 3 - 

Sure Tuch VVine as this will tempt ye, , 
To carouſe in Sympathy. 2 

Thirſty Souls, like Plants expiring, 

Moiſture ever are deſiring; 

i | Thus careffing + 8 
= Nature's Bleſhng, 

Vein che ſober VVorld defy. 


17 


See, the Bottle, how its Beauty 
Smiles in ev'ry Ruby Face 3 
VVe to Bac:hus owe a Duty, « 
Drink, brave Heroes, drink a- 
Cou'd the Globe be fill'd with Claret, 
Souls like mine wou'd never ſpare it; 
Ever drinking, 
Void of thinking, 
VVe'd:the happy Hours embrace. 


SONG XX. Ring, ring the Bar, &c. 
Ing, ring the Bar-Bell of the VVorld, 
R Great Bacchus calls for VVine : 
a 


e, pierce the Globe, its Juices drai 
1 


Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, 
VVhen firſt you have poured forth 3 

The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tappd, 
To brood ſuch Sons of VVorth. 


When this VVorld's out, more VVorlds we'll have, 


VVho dare oppoſe the Call ? 
If we had twice ten thouſand VVorlds, * 
Eer Night we'd drink them all, | 


See, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, | 
His Cask upon his Back 

Haſte, drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 
Till all our Girdles crack. | 


Apollo crysd, let's drink amain, | 
Leſt Time ſhould go aſtray, 
VVe'll make ! ime drunk, the reſt reply'd, 

VVe Gods can make a Day. 


Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 
Required Time to drink ; | 


And made him gorge ſpch Potions down 
That Time 2 to think. ; 


9. 


14 


LE Both alike are mine and thine, 


— 14. 

Unthinking Time thus overcome, 
And nonplus'd in the vaſt; 

Diſfſolv'd in the ethereal VVorld, 
Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd his laſt. 

Now Time's no mare, let's drink away 
Hang flinching, make no VVords ;, 

Like true-born Bacchanalian Souls, 
VVell get as drunk as Lords. 


SONG XXI. Ven bvey Phillis, &c. 
Non leo 5 ＋ * SIE 
A Be Ithink thee ſo Sales 
Ti.excel the mighty Power of Wing : 
But when thou inſult'ft, and Laughs at my Pain, 
T waſh thee away with ſparkling Champaign 3 
avely contemm both the Boy and his Mother. 
Aud drive out one God by the Power of another. 
When Pity in thy Looks I fee, 
I freely 22 ien, for thee 3 
= Perſuaſroe Love ſo charms me they, 
| My Freedom Þ'd not wiſh again: 
But when thou art cruel, and heeds not my Care, 
air 3 
, 


TL ben ſtraight with a T bani 
S bravely condemen both the Boy and his 
Aud drive out one God by the ower of another. 


SONG XXII. Bag, curims, &c. 
TD U SY, curious, thriſl jt 1 
Drink with me, an 21 | 
h cel thes þ and fip it up: 
| Make the of Life you may, 


W Life is and wears away, - , 
ite is ſhort, Sec. 2 | | 


Haſten quick to their Decline ; 
T bine's a Summer, mines no more, 
Tho repeated to threeſcore 3 


i [i T breeſcore Summers, when theywe 


\ Vin appear as ſhort as one. Lynn appear, Sc. 
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SON G XXIII. Kt that will not Merry 
. Merry be. 2 


With a generous Bowl and a 2 
he in Bridetell be ſhut up, 


* faſt bound to a Poſt: 
Let him be Merry, Merry there, # 48 x 
&c. And we'll be Merry, Merry bere s 
—" For who can know where w; ſhall go 
To be Merry another Tear ? 
He that will not Merry, Merry be, 
And take his Glaſs in Courſe, 
May he b' oblig'd to drink Small- Beer, 


* Neer a Penny in his Purſe : 
Let him be Merry, &c. 


He that will not M Merry be, 
With a Comp'ny of 72 Boys, 
May he be plagwd with a ſcoldi ing Wiſe 
10 confound him with her Noi 
Let him be Merry, &c, _ 
He that will not Merry, Meryy be 
With his Miſtreſs in his Be 6 
Let him be bury'd in the Churek-Yard, 
n put in . 4 
| et Merry, WE: 
Ge And we'll be Merry, 8 bere 3 
Toy who can know where we ſhall 5 
To be Merry another Tear 2. 


SONG XXIV. Hark, ow, is the, &c. 


OLLY Hab that are INE 
And true Vot ries to Bacchus will ay 
eat Bacchus N rine let's repair, 


And a Bott e or two offer there. 
Chor. Exempt ſrom Exciſe, our Joys higher riſe, 


Still drinking, EW thi of what is to pay 
Our Bottle at 85 ho us d Deli key 
and drowns a atigues of of the v. 


| H.: that will not Merry, ry 50 


can procure us 
Exempt from, &c. 


can make kinder to prove 


It diſcovers . Bas phy wag 5 
Exempt from, &c. 


It can make us all Heroes, in brief, 0 
And the Weetched forget all . Ge 
It ow the Gallant and Brave, 
And Freedom can give to the Nabe. 
Exempt from Exciſc, our Joys higher riſe, 
Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay; 
Our Bottle at Vight, gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns all t wiy Fatigues of the Day. 
© SONG XXV. Come let us prepare. 
HE Sages of old 
| In Prophecy tol 
The cauſe of a Nation's undoing 
But our new Engliſh Breed 
No Prophecies need. 
For each one here ſeeks his own Ruin, 
With Grumbling and Jars, 
We promote Civil Wars, 


And preach up falſe Tenets too many 
e ſnarl, and we bite, 


We rail, and we fight Jo 
For Religion, yet no Man has any, 


apts ws. i, 
Then him let's commen 5 
That's true to his Frien 1 

And the Church and the Senate would ſettle ; 

Who delights not in Blood . 
But draws when he ſhou'd, . = fs 
And bravely ſtands brunt to the Battle, 


Who rails not at Kings, 
Nor politick 1 hings, 92 
Nor Treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow; 
But takes a full Glaſs, 
To his Country's Succeſs ; 
This, this is an honeſt, brave Fellow. 


SONG XXVI. How bid, &c. 


Eave off this idle Prating 
Talk no more of Whig and Tiry 3 
But drink your Glaſs, 
Round let it 
The Bottle ſtands ye. 
Chorus. Ell it f 


To the | 3 
Let the Night with Math be o 


See it out, 
Love and Friendſhip ſtill go round. 
If Claret be a Bleſſing, 
1his Night devote to Pleaſure ! 
Let worldly Cares, 
And State Affairs, 
Be thought on at more Leiſure. 
Fill it up, &c. 


If any be ſo zeal 
To be a Party's Minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one Opinion. 
Fill it , &c. 


u 


* 
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SONG XXVII, Charles of Sweden. 


Ome, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crown this. Night with Pleaſure : 
Lt none at Cares of Life repine, | 
To deftroy our Pleafure : 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
"That ev'ry true and loyal Soul 
May drink, and fing, without Controul, 
1o ſupport our Pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacckus, ſhalt thou be, 
Guardian to our Pleaſure ; | 
That, under thy Protection, we 
May enjoy new Fleaſuree 
And, as the Hours glide away, 
We'll in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
And ſing thy Praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure, | 


SONG XXVIII. Vine's a Mifrch, &c. 


INE's a Miſtreſs gay and eaſy, 
WW Ever free to give Delight; 
Let what may perplex and teaze ye, 
Tis the Bottle ſets all right. 
Who would leave a laſting Pleaſure, 
Jo embrace a childiſh Treaſure, 
Which as ſoon as taſted takes its Flight? 
Pierce the Cask of generous Claret, | 
Rouze your Hearts, e're *tis too late; 
Fill the Goblet, never ſpare it, 
That's your Armour gainſt all Fate. 


= * SONG XXIX, V Phillis, &c. 
OTF Phillis denies me Relief, 3 
1 If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in Wine: 


hough ſhe laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At my Mirth why ſhould ſhe repine? 


C. 


Brisk parking chumpaig r: ſhall remove 

All the 41 y dull Soul has in Store: 
My Reaſon I left when I lov'd, 

By Drinking, what can I do more ? 
Would Phillis but pity my Pain, 

Or my am'rous Vows would approve, 


The For of the Grape Id diſdain, 


And be drunk with nothing but Love. 


SONG XXX. Come let us prepare. 


HE Macedon Youth 
Left behind him this Truth, © 
That nothing is done with much 1 —— ; 
He drunk, and he fought, 
Jill he had what he ſought, 
The World was his own by good Drinking 


— drench'd his brave Soul 
. Bowl, 
an caſt away Trouble and Sorrow 3 
His Head never run 
Of what was to be done, 
For he car'd not to Pay for to Morrow, 


SONG XXXI. There was 4 fovial, 


NOME, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
$3 hat loves to to ape 80 good Wine, 
Let us offer up a Hog 

Unto our Maſter's 1 

And a Toping we will go, &c. 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For Pll give a Reaſon Why 

Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 
'Till we've drank the Cellar dry, 

And a Toping, &c 

In Times of Old I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear; 

But Bacchus took me from. that Rule, 
He thought *twas too ſevere. 

| dvd Lig, Ge 
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He filld a Goblet to the Brim, ' 
And bad me take a Sup; 
But had it been a Gallon-Pot, 
By Fove I'd toft it up. 
And a Toping, &c. 
And ever fince that happy Time, 
Good Wine has been my Cheer 
Now nothing puts we in a Swoon, 
But Water or Small-Becr. 
And a Toping, &C. | 
Then let us tope about, my Boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly ; _ 
But fill our Skins brim- full of Wine, 
And drain the Bottles dry. 


And a Toping, &c. £08 
SONG XXXII. Come fill us a, &c. 


( 1 — fill me a Bumper of Red, my brave Boy 
Let us call ſor the Slave from below, ” 
ine 


alone tis. inſpires the Mind with true Joys, 
Sinee the Gods in their H- drink fo. 


He, that troubles his Head with dull Cares, is an Afs, 
Having ſuch brisk Liquor before him ; : 
Let's bury the World in the Grave of the GlaG, 
And for the brisk God let's adore him. 
Let's laugh at the Wiſe, and their Morals deſpiſe, 
The rich Juice tis that affords us Delight; 
Let us drink a good Health to our Miſtreſs's Eyes, 
Till our own: Eyes ſhall bid us good Night. 


SONG XXXIII. Some lilen Man, &c. 


ME. liken Man to brittle Glaſs, 
Some to a burning Taper; | 
o Garden Flow'rs, or Meadow Graſs, 
Or to a riſing Vapour, 
But, doubtleſs, Beer in Barrel tunn'd, 
Or cloſe in Bottle pens 
Does human Life thro” all its Round, 
Moſt clearly repreſent, 


The Infant Drink will rig doſe, 
And cry like Child in Craddle ; 

You muſt let neither lie too looſe, 
Nor yet too cloſely ſwaddle. 


New Ale, we know, is ſull of Wind, 
Wanting due T ime to ſtale it; 

The Pregs, not yct by Age refin'd, 
Are nauſeous to the Palate. 

Freſh Hops, ſometimes, our Art imploys, 
To re&ify the Liquor; 

And who believes, but that the Boys 
Correction is a Bitter ? | 


At length improv'd by rip'ning Age, 
Both Man and Beer grow bright ; - 
To Converſation they engage, 
te, And ev'ry Friend delight. 


Bo But if the Cork be nought in one, 
3078, And weak the Had in t' other; 
The Liquor's flat, a Dunce the Man, 
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Joys, And neither can recover. 
an Aſß, SONG XXXIV, Bacchus, God of, &e. 
la Acchus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 
= ate B Ever give me thy dear Treaſure, 
: ow I long for Yother Quart! ö 
ſpiſe, Drowſy Waiter, ſince 'tis no later, 
. Why ſhould good Companions part? 
_ He that's willing, whip a Shilling, 
; Follow this Example round 
&c. IH you'd wear a liberal Spirit, 


Put about the generous Claret, 
After Death no Drinking's found. : 


SON G XXXV. en I viſit, &c. 
HEN I vi d Celia j G 
She tells me F'm Aſter 4, and Tak ics 2. f 
W hen T mean of my Paſſion to put her in Mind, 
She bids me leave Drinki 598 ne er be kind - 


. me with .. and bad — forbear 

Ti: 2 5 : 

out my Chloris »þ three 72 7 Kais, 

1 25 aulk'd ber, and gone to K. James's to Prayers, 

Had he bid me read Homilies three Times a Day, 

She s bad been bumour'd with litt le to ſay, 
But at bt to deny me my Flask of dear Red, 
| Let her go the Devil, has a0 more to be ſaid, 


SONG XXXVI. 4 Par on the Times. 


Pox on the Times, 
Let them go as they will, 

Tho? the Taxes are grown ſo heavy ; | 

- Our Hearts are our own, 

And ſhall be ſo ſtill, 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry. 
Leet no Man deſpair, 

But drive away Care, 
And drown all our Sorrows with Claret 2 

We'll never repine, 

So they give us good Wine, 
Let em take all our Droſs, we can ſpare it. 


We value not Chink, 
Unleſs to buy Drink, 
or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſure ; z 
hen tis gone, we ne'er fret, 
So we Liquor can get, 


For Mirth of itſelf is a Treafure. 


No Miſer can "ys 


So happy as 
| Tho? co ee | with Riches he wallow 5 


. Day and Ni ght he's in fear, 
i W4 And ne'er ne Care, 
4 | While nothing diſturbs the Good EIT 


- F — — —_ —— - 


And round 


SONG xxxvn. While the Luer, ke, 


*223 
Come fill the Glaſs, 


For 1 * * — decline ; 3 
Drown the “ formal Aſs, 
That's afraid of his Face 
We'll drink till our Noſes does Phebus out- thine 
While we? ve Plenty of this, * 
We can ne“ er do amiſs, 
'Tis an Antidote *gainſt our Ruin 3 
And the Lad that drinks moſt, F 
With Honour may boaſt, | 
He fears neither Death nor r Undoing, © 


ile the Lover is 1 
With my Friend I'll be drinking, 
with Vigour purſue my Delight; 
While the Fool is deſigning 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole Night. 
With the God I 11 be pon? 
Without Madneſs or 
Fickle Women. to marry im dre; 
Leave my Bottle and Friend, 
For ſo fooliſh an End ! + 
When I do, may I never drink more. 


SONG XX XVIII. Upbraid me nt, 60 


d me not, capricious Fair, 
With drinking to Exceſs ; 
I >hould not want todrown Deſpair, 
Was your Indifference leſs. 
Love me, my Dear, and you ſhall tach 
When this — is gone 
That all m my j g Se when s kind, 
Are fix? er alone. 
The God of Wine to Beauty yields with Joy: 
For Bacchus only drinks (like me, like me, 
Like me) when Ariadne's coy. | 


And 


* 


1 


A Es 45... 68 Hig 
SONG XXXIX. 1 Cars * i” 
— that at Midnight ſpit Love at each 
| o beſt ſrl the "of paſſionate Lover ; . 


to your Scratches and tattered 
* Pages of Lov be wore hh par 
old 4 Bring me with Retry bY 


j 2 You fd — N Fit's ſdon o'er 
Ss not long, but turns to Cat-whore. 
en ride many My N 8 
Cats tread many 7 | 
[Both hazard, both hazard ther Necks in the Fray 3 | 


71 vt From s Houſe ors Wal Ja 
| [Keep their Feet, mount their ally, mount her 
| Tails, and way. boy? 


| SONG XL, Old dau, it is m. | 
Oe n riot | | 


go vs in Ed knew, and ur- 

et his Sons live more 3 

For he tippl'd Water, wY 

0 White we, who-cone after, | 
| rink Claret and racy 

hh let each take his Glas, 

. rr 

But ne“ er be a Slave unto either, 

For they are 0 


fan ix pra | 
Wo And din Read a Mw og. 
"4 eee we thus | 
All our Joys to compleat, | 
And our Jolli ne'er Can expire 3 ; 
i 8 | And cam 3 
ö as 
8 UE © While each flon the ver ws Fin, 


' -$ONG XLI. By the gail, Rc. 6 


T the gaily circli Glaſs 

Wh com foe bow Minutes paſs % 
r + Sas * 
t ang bp. grows | 


and Play. 
Sons of Care | *twas made for you. : 


SONG XLII. Zeno, Plato, Atiftotle, 
Eno, Plato, Ariſtotle, | 
All were Lovers of the Bottle 3 


- All require a chearful Glaſs: :- 
Ev'ry Pleaſure has its Kaſ 
Love and Drinking are u. Parks. 


SONG XLIII. Two Guds of, Ke. 


T Te Gods of great Honour, Bacchus and Apollo, 
The one fam'd in Muſick, the other in Wine, 
In Heaven were raving, diſpating, and braving, 
Wok Fhoms was the nobleft and Trade moſt 
me: 


ſu, 4% 
Your Mufick, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us and rack 


Did Claret not ſoften the Diſcord you make: 
Songs are not inviting, nor Verſes delighting, 12 4 
J ill Poets of my great Influence partake. | 
I'm young, plump and jolly, free frem Melancholy, 
Who » grew fat 12 Sound of a String? Ty J 


„ doomꝰ d to a Gibbet do often contribute, 


o purchaſe a Bottle before they do ſwing. 


In. Love I am noted, by old and young courted, 
A Girl, when inſpired by me, is — won . 


So great are the Motions of one of my Potions, 
he Muſes, th Maids, I could whore ev'ry dne, 


fi 


When Mortals are fretted, Perrin, or indebted, 
_ - To we, as a Father, for Succour they cry : 
in their fad Condition, I hear their Petition, 
| A Bottle revives the oppreſgd Tory: 
leave off your Tooting, your Fidling, and 
uting, | 
Afide lay your Harp and bow down to the Flask; 
My Joys they are riper than Songs from a Piper, 
4 hat Muſick is ſweeter than ſounding a Cask? 
1 irs re oy this Fellow is drunk ſure, or mellow, 
$ o prize Muſick leſs than Wine and October. 
{ Since thoſe, who love Drinking, are void of all 
__ - . Thinking, . [ſober, 
And want ſo much Senſe as to keep themſelves 
Thus while 7 were wrangling, diſputing and 
ngling, | 5 48 74 
Came buxom bright Venus to end the Diſpute : 
_—_— now to eaſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd me, 
hen arm'd with a Bottle, and charm'd with a 
* Flute. | alarm'd me, 
Your Muſick has charm'd me, your Wine has 
When I have ſeem'd coy and hard to be won; 
When _— have been moving, I could not help 
ving, | 
And Wine — compleated what Muſick begun. 
The Gods ſtruck with Wonder, declar'd by Fove's 
bn ia applying Loves F 
. ey'd mutually join in ſupplyin ve's Flame; 
So each, in their on es —— in Conjunction, 
To melt with ſoft Pleaſure the amorous Dame. 


SONG XLIV, 24 Goddeſs, &c. 


WE A & ſwift as Time put fund the Glaſs | 

1 A dhe lg 7 1 Space 3 
#10 erhaps your at ſhines ſo bri | 

| May ſet in everlaſting Night, © 

Oy if the Sin again ſhould viſe 

= Death, ver the —— clo your Eyes; 

T ben drink before it be too late, © 

4, ſuatch the preſent Hor fras Fate, 


V drunken fiery Face, no leſs,) 


[ER 


7 at Bury 7 
irth, and Wit, e 


In theſe alone true Wiſdom hes 
ay merry's to be wiſe, ; 


SONG XLV. 4; ſcon as the Chas, Kc. 


8 ſoon as the Chaos was turn'd into Fo 
And the firſt Race of Men knew a 
rege auch dia 
ey quickly di 
In a Knowledge 1 A 

That the World's chiefeſt Bleſſings were Women 

and Wine: 
Since when by Example, improving Delights, 
Wine Wett: our Days, Love and Beauty our 


Love on then, and drink, 
Tis a Folly to think 

On a Myftery out of our Aches; 
Be moral in I hou 
To be merry's no 5 | 

Tho! an Elder the contrary preaches : 
For never my Friends, 
Never, never, my Friends, 

Never, om my Friends, was an Age of more 


Than * Knaves would ſeem pious, and Fools 


would ſeem wiſe. 


SONG XLVI. I wiſh my Love, &c. 


H E thirſty Earth ſucks up the Rain, 
And arinks, and ga Fapes Drink again, 
The Plans fuck wn the ah and fi 
it ant 2 reſh and fair, 
T he &a itſelf, which one would = 
Should have but little Need for 
Drinks ten thouſand Rivers 2 
So fill d, that — o crflow 92 
The buſy Sun (and one ſhould 


| 
l 


Let States or Empires ſwim or fink, 


Ts Competition 2 
Who can drink ten Times more than be, 


Let other Mort als vainly. wear 
A tedious Life in anxious Care: 
Let the ambitions toil and think, 


My ſole Ambition is to drink. | | 


SONG LXVIIL - Of all mfr, Rc. 

He. F LE | 1 
W hen I play'd the St and married. 

Ii a Trap there 19 need doubt on't. . | 

T boſe, that are in, wowd fain get out ont. 


k 
Nd be quite alter'd when rp. 2 
He. *Oons ! tis all one Tes up or tie de, 
Fir as ſoon as the Coch crows I'll be gone. 


mie yt ed WS mn Son fad cc nn a cri t.id Ita - 


«K . Aa £©© Dd 1 ud ou a 


— | | J 
pa me- me, thus you leave 

Was I, was made a Wiſe bs bis ane 
He, From your 2 

T this Morn ride & Cou 1 


29 ar excels a -" 
Or all the Wroeg haus been Gee d # g 
She, Ha ede thma Þve Iſt my Di, | 
5 
Aud, II ig i le Bog X | 
Regale in Cups of 8 1 7 
He. Pox ! what —— = your till you die $ | 
Vnder's Brandy will keep me @ Moitth | 7 wh 
She. If thus parted, Im broken-bearted 3 
When I, when I ſend for you, my tet, gray cunt 
He. E'er Ibe from rambling hindred, 


Þll renownce my Spouſe and Kindred 3 
To be ſober I've 10 Leiſure, 


ats Man without bis Pleaſure? 


_ To my Grief then I muſt ſee 
Wine Nantz my Marte 
ou carouſe it with your Blades, 7 
Ear Te nige with my ” Maids. | 
— Oons ! you may go to Goſs ſow), - 
And there, 7 SS nk ib a Frank, 2 
She, ; ye Joker * | want + Provokey, 
Never, nev«# ſhall meet a Man like you... 


' SONG XLIX. La“; bs jevial, teen 


Olly Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, 
J. Noble Deeds are done by Wine; 


rn the Nymph and all her Graces, 
Who'd for Love or Beauty pine ? 
Lock within the Bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand —_—_ ou'll 5 
More than Phillis, tho? j I 
ka the Moment to be ki 


LEY 


$ + þ 


— 


Alexander hated thinking, 

Drank about at Council-board 
He ſubdu'd the World by Drinking 
More than by his conqu' ring Sword, 


SONG L. Give me but, &c. 


Ive me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 
IJ Tull new ye what 'tis to be gay; 

IN not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 

Nor love my brisk Youth away: 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| Give me but an honeft Fellow, 
That's 1 when he is mellow, SF 
Well live twenty four Hours a Day. 

"Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But 'tis Wine that makes us free z 
'Tis Women that makes us _ Boys, 
| But Wine makes us — OT: 1 
The Female is true to no Man, 
E Deceit is inherent to Women, 
& But none in a Brimmer can be. 


[SONG LI. Come fill n, 4 Claß, & 
EO fill me a Glaſs, fill it high | 
LN 4 3 a — Pl ve, 

He's a Fool that will flinch, I'll not bate an Inch, 
| Tho' I drink myſelf into my Grave. 

Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 

| Who like me will never give oer | 
EW hom no Danger controuls, but will take off their 


* 


And merrily tickle for more. Bowls, 
| n Reaſon and all ſuch weak Foes, 

| 5; > to obey her Command DLL 

Cou'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe I'd be led by the Noſe, 


And let my Glaſs idly tand? 
2 15 a Bugbear to Fools, 

l Foe to the Joys of dear Drinking, 

[Made Uſe of by Tools, who'd ſet us new Rules, 

And bring us to politick Thinking, | 


* 


( 21 ) 
Fill em all, Pl have fix in Hand, 
For P've 'trifled an Age away : 
Tis in vain to command, che fleeting Sand 


Rows on, and cannot ſtay. 


Come, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink about, 
We'll drink the Univerſe dry 1 

Well ſet Foot to Foot, and drink it all out, 
If once we grow ſoͤber, we die. 


SONG LII. Brist Claret, &c. 


Risk Claret and Sherry 
Will make us all merry; 

Then fill the Glaſs, fill the Glaſ readily round; 
Put it o'er the left humb, - 
Tho? the Company's dumb, 

*T will open their Pipes with a muſical — 
"Twill open, &c. 
Then ſol, la, me, "OY 
With a Note on ela, | 

Then higher, then higher perhaps it may riſe, 
Fill a Bumper about, 
For without any doubt 


—_— olly Bacchus i is d to the 
* — j a Her, Ae. praie Alex, 


—_ LII. The Man, that is, &c. 


11238 that is drunk is void of all Care 3 

He needs neither Parthian Qutver nor Spear : 

The e Dart he ſcorns for to weild, 
is his Weapon and Shield. 


Undaunted he goes _— Bullies and W bores, 

2 iſhes * — breaks open Doors ; 
He revels all N es afraid of n0 Erl, 

And boldly defies Proctor and Devil, 

As late I rode out with my Skin full 12 

2 neither with Care nor with Coin, 
confronted a horrible Dun, 

ok as ns as be * we, * fun. 


"70-232, 
a to h much 
| — he in Moſer ala Firef & iſ fo * 
I. Africa's Deſart Fas never was 
A Monfter f» bated by Gods and by Men, 
Come place me, ye Deities, under the Line, | 
Where grows wat a Tree, nor @ Plant, but the Vines 
O's bot lern my Os I'll fewelter and — 
Bare-footed, nathing to keep off the Heat. 
oF me where Kun. pine is ne'er to bs 
the Earth is with Winter eternal 
| ap: nc, $-04,; 9823 Ty vega Hon 
My b FR me, and fill me A 
Tutor job me, and la me down Rules, 
ho minds them but damn d OO - Ka ? 
For wwhen I am old, and can no more drin 
*Tis Time enough then ſor ta fit down = think, 
Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in warn, 
For be thought Ariſtotle an Aſs for his Pain; 
His Sorrows he us'd in full Bumpers to drown, 
And chen he was drunk, then the World was bis os, 
This Warld is a Tavern with Ligquun well Joya, 
45 J came to be drunk as a Lord; 
'- Lp (ay the Rec ming, whi-h freely I pay, 
And Pm — then Pl agger away. 


SONG LIV. # Lin#'s a five Paſſion, 


Pox on this fooling and plotti 
A W hat a irony, and 24 has Le in | the Kate! 


Let — Rabble run mad with Suſpicions and Fears, 
Let them ſcuffle aud jar, ll bey oo by the Ears 3 
Their Grievances never. ſhall truble my Pate, 

SY I can enjoy my dear Botile in State. 
bat Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter their Eaſe, 
And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Wafer and Maſs ! 
At - ip ay os can x . 
Had they been 1 
ti A Fiend 1 
_ He bas no Room for n 


F 


1 


we 


bullen, I'll never repine 
At my Lodging when dead, fo alive I hade Mine: 
Tet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbeav, 
To curſe them for making my Claret ſo dear. © 


SONG LV. With an boneft old, e. 
Ith an honeſt old Friend, ard a merry old Sw, ; 
And a Flask of old Port, et me fit the Night long, 
And laugh at the Malice of thoſe who repine, 
That they muſt ſwig Porter, whilſt T can drink Wine, 
J ervy no M tho? ever ſo eat, 
Nor ſcorn 1 a Wretch for bis Imoly Eſtate ; 
But what I abhor and eſteem as a Curſe, 
I Poorneſs of Spirit, not Poorneſs in Purſe. 
T ben dare to 1 Lig daun'leſs and gay, 


Let's merrily paſs Life's Remainder away 5 
2 our Friends, tue our Foes may Abbie, 
ur the more we are envy d, the higher we riſe. 


SONG LVI, 1% Commons and Peers; Rc. 


Ome let us prepare, 
We Brothers that are 
Met together on merry Occafion ; 
Let us drink, laugh and ſing 
Our Wine has a Spring, 
Here's a Zealth to an accepted Maſon. 


The World is in Pain, 
Our Secret to gain, - | 
But till let them wonder and gaze on 
Jill they're ſhewn the Light, 
They'll nc'er know the right 
Word, or Sign of an accepted Maſon, 


Tis this, and ?tis that, 
They cannot tell what ; ; 
Why ſo many great Mo in the Nation 


3 


mY Should Aprons t on, "OO 
To make — A 
Wirk a fee and an accepted 


+ Great Ki 46, Dukes, and Lords 
3% Ins y their Swords, | 
| is our Myitry to put a good Grace on; 
And n er been aſham'd | kg 
To hear themſclves nanvd 8 
With a frce and an accepted Maſan. 
3» 2828 Pride 
We have on our Side, 
It _— each dion. Ju in — Station; 
ere's nought but what's gog 
To be unde * | 
By a free and an accepted Maſon, | 
We're true and ſincere, 
| We're juſt to the Fair, . 
ITbey'll truſt us on ev'ry Occaſion; 
No Mortals can more 
| rhe Ladies adore, 
Than a free and an accepted Maſon, 
| Then join Hand in Hand, 
Jo each other firm ſtand | 
be merry, and put a bright Face on : 
What Mortal can boaſt | 
So noble a Toaſt, | 
As a free and an accepted Maſon ? 


SONG LVII. Wine, Wine, &c. 


Ine, Wine in a Morning, 
W Makes us frolick and gay, 
That like Eagles we ſoar, cv 
In the Pride of the Day 3 
Gouty cots of the Night 
Only find a Decay. 
„is the Sun ripes the Grape 
And to Drinking gives Light ; 
We imitate him, 
When by Noon weere at Height; 
They fteal Wine, who take it 
I| When he's oat of Sight, 


es. es GO 
* 


— 
1 


— 


SONG LVII. Cams, lt's be, &c. 
Ome let's be merry, | 
While we've good ery 3 

Come let's be 495 wa 

44 — and 

ine's a P ++ 4 

The only Treaſure, 
That makes us joyful 

By Night or Day. 
Wine makes us Ve / 
Cures Melancho Yo 
Drowns all our Folly, 

Makes our Heart glad; 4 
W hile 2 re — 
1 hat glorious — 
Good Wine careſſing, 


Let's not be fad. 
SONG LIX. Come let us drink. 


y me, let us drink, 
OS; 15 — nk, 
Like Fools, on Grief and Sadneſs ; 
Let our Money fly 
And our Sorrow die, 
All worldly Care is Madneſs, 


But Wine and good Chear, 
Will, in ſpite of our Fear, - 
Inpire* our ry with Mirth Boys 
he Time we live, 
To Wine let us give, 
Since all muſt turn to Earth, Boys. 
Hand about the Bowl, 
. - The DNR t of my Soul, 
And to my Hand commend it: 
A Fig for Chink 
*T was made to buy Drink, 
And before we 80 1 we y ſpend it, 


| - 2 5 - 8 
| SONG LX. Prithes, Friend, &c, 

. Rithee, Friend, leave off thy Thinkin 
| P Caſt thy Cares and Love away ; " 

roubles ſtill are drown'd in Drinking, 
F Do not, do not then delay : 
s cares not for thy Will, 
But will have us drinking till. 
Do but view this Glaſs of Claret, 
How invitingly it looks; 

Drink it quickly, or you'll mar it, 
| Pox on fighing or on Books : 
Let us have good Store of Wine, 
Fang him then that does repine. 
Call the Drawer, bid him fill it, 
| As full as ever it can hold : 

O take heed you do not ſpill it, 
*11s more precious far than Gold; 
Let us drink, and then *twill prove 
Drink is better Sport than Love. 


SONG LXI, Hark away, &c. 


| ARK ! away! tis the merry tun'd Horn, 

| 1 Calls the Hunters all up with the Morn ; 
{ To the Hills and the Woodlands they ſteer 

To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 

Chor- All the D 8 

i T bis, this is 2 

Kill bollowing , 
[nd following, 


| 
F 
f 


| er the Hoends, 

No Mortals on are ſo jolly as we. 
Round the Woods when we beat how we glow ) 
While the Hills they all echo hollo ! 

With a-Bounce ſrom his Cover when he flies, 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 


| 237 
When-we ſweep o'er the Valleys, or limb 
Go Up the Healch breathing Mouptzin ſublime, 
hat a Joy from our Labours we feel 3 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal, 
And all the Day long, &c. 


SONG LXII. 4 Cuctold it is thought, dec. 


Cuckold it is thought _ 
A A moſt reproachtul Name $ 
ince Wives commit the Fault, 
Whilſt Husbands bear the Blame. 
Tis natural for Women, SP 
Such little Slips to make; 
And if they were not common, 
How many Heads would ake? 


Pl give my Wife her Humour, 
If ſhe'll but give me mine; 
And though I hear bad Rumour, 
I never will repine. | 

If ſhe a Cuckold make me, 
I'll ſerve her in her Kind 

And may the Devil take me, 
If &er I lag behind, 


SON G LXIIL $hould 1 die, &c. 


| Hould I die by the Force of good Wine, 
k Iis my Will that a Tin 28 Shrine, 
Aud for the Age to come, | 
Engrave this on my Tomb : 
e lies a Body once ſo brave 
Who with Drinking made his Grave. 
Since thus to die's to purchaſe E 
And raiſe an everlatin 5a 
Drink, drink away 3 Aal, drink away 3 
1 2 . Ro nobly v. 
et Miſers and Slaves pop into their Graves, 
And rot in à dirty Club Lark. | | 


7 


: 


| 
| 
[ 
' 
' 
| 
ö 


ö . 


—— . ⏑—— 


From dull Reflection to be free 


a ec e AA 
SONG LXIV. Fill all the Glaſtes. 


| all the Glaſſes, fill em high, _ 
Drink, drink, and all Power but Love; 
ine gives the Slave his Liberty s 11 


But Love makes a Slave of thundering Jope. | 


Bb Rs nt, 
Ake a Night © e 
"Tis Nectar, 5 01 


tis 175 divine; 

The Pleafures of Life, 

Free from Anguiſh-and Strife 
owing to Love and good Wine. 


SONG. LXV. Dainty Davy. 
Y Drinking drive dull Care away, 
Be bris and airy, * 
Never vary 
In your Tempers, but be gay. 
Let Mirth know no Ceffation 3 - 
We all were born (Mankind agree) 


4 


But he that drinks not, cannot be : 
Then anſwer your Creation. 


When _—_ wounds, 'grave Hymen heals. « 
— hen all our — | 
Warr ſtriving 
To embrace what Beauty yields, 
Is loſt when in Poſſeſſion; 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Poſſeſſion never palls its Worth, 
We always wiſh'd for't from our Birth, 
And ſhall for ever wiſh - on. 


All Malice here is flung aſide, 
Each takes his Glaſs, _ 
No Healths do paſs, -—- 

Nor Party-Feuds here e er abide, 
They nought but Ill occafion ; 

We obly meet to celebrate 

The Day which brought us to this State, 

But not to curſe, nor yet to hate, 

The Hour of our Creation. 


u. | SONG LXVI. To you Fair, &c. 
ves. WIN 


Jol, lol, deral, &c. | 
I Firſt, we muſt have a Cap and a Gown, 
And next the _— Girl in Town. 
Tol, lol, der 
Then next a dos we muſt have, 
I, lol, deral, &c. 
is ten to one he proves a Knave, 
., lol, deral, &c. 
Who minds not what we do all Day, 
% we come home at Night and pray. 


Then 1 he A us Ariſtotle, 


Wilen we — Ta often for a Bottle: 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
I And Eudid's Elements muſt pack, + 
For a better Element, good Sack. | 
I, bl, deral, &c, 


Then he writes me unto our Friends, | 
a a deral, & 1 1 
ror Money to ſerve s own Ends, 
BY To, ol, deral, &c. 
{Which he keeps fafe lock'd upin Trunk, 
Whilſt we abroad are getting drunk, 
Tu, bol, deral, &c 
here's item for — that blind Poet. 
Hy. lol, deral, &c. 
Ze ſure your Tutor does not know it: 
It lol, deral, &c, 
ell ſmoak and drink, ul merry be, 
ntil we are as blind as 


Tol, bl, deral, KC, 


O——— 
7 


nat. — } I "WP — — 


| | Theo hang all Qudying to no End, 


Tol, zol, deral, g 
Enjoy 82 Bottle 3 your Friend. 


Well drink _ 0 and take our fill: 
We ** be 1 when we will. 


Tol, lol, deral, &c. 
SONG LXVIL, This great Wirth, tc: 


His great W reat World is all Trouble, 
all muſt their Fortunes bear; | 
e the moſt of the Bubble, 
Yow!l have but a Neighbour's Fare. 
Let not Jealouſy teaze ye 
Think of _— but to pleaſe ye 3 


What's is but in "vain. — 

For Mortals to wiſh again, 
When dull Caſes do attack ve, 

Drinking will thoſe Clguds repel 3 


Four good Bottles will you 


Happy, they ſeldom fall. 
If a fifth ſhould be wanted, 
Ack the Gods, 'twill be granted 


-_ © Thus, with Eaſe, you'll obtain 


A remedy for all Pain. 


SONG LXVII. The Ses. Hang. 


Make the billows foam and roar, 
ne're canſt Terror breed in valiant Minds; 
But in ſpite of thee we'll live, _ find the Shore, 
Then * up your Hearts, and be not did, 


But make your Gun - room clear 


| E. w Boreas blow! and let your ſurly Winds, 


Tho Hell's broke looſe, and the Devil rovesabroad, 


While we have Sea-room _ 
Boys! let us never fear. 


; * 


5 Ha! ſe how ſhe riſes ee up afar 


Her mounting Top-maſt _— 2 gur; 5 | 
The Meteor blaz'd as through the Clouds we came , 
5 -like, we live and die in Flams, 


241) 


N Ha ! where are we now? who can tell, 
72 Sure tis the loweſt Room in Hell; 5 
Or where, or Where the Sea Gods dwell, 
With them we'll live and reign, 
With them we'll laugh and fing; 
With them well drink amain, 
| But ſee! how lhe riſes again. 
"I Thro? Flaſhes of Light'ning, and Tempeſts of Rain, 
8 Thus, * contend, who ſhall conquer the * 
in? | 
The Chaplain does ſwear | 
Inſtead of a Prayer, 7 
And the Seas are all on Fire, 
With the Demons of the Air, 


Yet weill drink and deſy; 
The bold Spirits that fly, 
From the deep to the Sky. 
And carouſe while the Oeean does bello; 
For the Fates will (till have, 
| A kind Chance for the Brave, 
| And will ne'er make his Grave, 
| in a Salt-water Wave, | 
{ To drown, drown, no never to drown 
No never to drown a good Fellow, * 


„ so LXIX. Englith Regff Beef, ec. 


ds, W. mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engliſhman' s 
ds ;" It TH 7 and * 4 , 

zhore, Our ee ber and our . ers were good, 
d, Oh the roaſt Beef of Old England ! 

. And Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef, . 


he But fince we have learn d all-conquering France, 
by 1 3 7 # ery 8 = dance, IP. + 
e are fe wi in Complaiſan e. 
Oh: the dealt Beef; S. 

* 


# 


* ( 242 ) 
Our Fathers of ws whe out, and ft 
gt oy ig oben 
ma _— ce in 
Oh the aan Ba Beef, & 17 
But now we are dwindled, to wi ſhall T name? 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotien—=and tame, 
TW bo ſully t 2 that once . in Tame. 
| Oh the roaſt Beef, Sc. 
W ben good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the Throne, 
're C:ffee, or Tea, and ſuch Slip Slops were known, 
be World was in Terror, if &er ſhe did Runs 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. - 
= r Days, if Fleets did Ver on the Main, | 
ſeldom or never return d ain, 


itneſs the vaunting 1 <a of Spain. 
Oh the roaſt Beef, & 
Oh then they had Stomachs 8 eat * to fight, | 
4d when Wi rongs were a — to do themſelves _ a 


Oh the roaſt cy ape Hrs 


SONG LXX. To the Tune 90 Eu- 
guiſh Roaſt Beef. 


Hen 8 brown Beer was the Engliſhman '; 
e 
Our Wives they were merry, our Daughter: _ 7 
T beir Breath {welt like Roſs ubs, ebe 48 : 
Oh the brown Beer of Old England 1 
And Old Engliſh brown Beer. 


a Coffee and Tea found its Way to the Torvn, 


Our Anceſtors they by their Fires Jat down, : 
© T heir Bread it was white, and their Beer it was brown. 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 
Our Heroes of old, of whoſe Conqueſts we 
Could — ood = Pit and nd a 7% 
Oh did we * we ſold fm rl the Rat 
Oh the brown Beer 7 Sec. 


, 


* 
* 


| * 
TP hen the great Spaniſh Fleet on our Caſt did appear 
Our Vile ach Te drank a Forum of Beer, 7 
And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear. 

Oh the brown Beer, &c. 


Dur Clergymen then tool a Cup of good Beer, 


Fer they mounted the Roſtrum, their Spirits to chear, 
Then preach'd againſt Vices, the“ Curtiers were near. 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 


T heir Doct᷑rines then were authentick and bold, 
Well grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old, 


But now they preach nothivg but what they are told, 


Oh the brown Peer, &c, 


But fince the Geneva and ſtrong Rattafea, | 

They are dwindled to nothing, but ſtay—let me ſee— 

Faith, nothing at all, but meer fiddle dee des. | 
"<a the brown Beer, &c. 


SONG LXXI. Come let us, &c. 


ET Matters of State, 
Diſquiet the Great, 
The Cobler has nought to perplex him; 
Has nought but his Wife, | 
To ruffle his Life, f 
And her he can ſtrap if ſhe vex him. | 
He's out of the Power 5 
Of Fortune, that Whore, 
Since, low as he can be, ſhe's thruſt him; 
From Duns he's ſecure, * ue I | 
For being ſo poor, 
There's gone to be ſound that will truſt him, - 


SONG LXXII. London Lain. 


R Gold and not Freedom thoſeGenetals fight, 
Who elip from their Veterans Pay, Sir, 
or Gold and not Freedom thoſe Journaliſts write, 
Who rave about 2 Sway, Sir; 
- 28 KY 


\ 
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Would Fate to their Wiſhes propitiouſly deign, 
And fill but their Coffers with Gold Sir, : 
Devil might 


The Pope then might fight and the 
X00 or Fighter and Writer are fold, ir. 
SONG LXXIII. Of all States, &c. 


F all States in Life ſo various, 
Marriage ſure is moſt precarious! 
is a Maze ſo ſtrangely winding, | 
Still we are new Mazes finding ; 
"Tis an Action fo ſevere, 
That nought but Death can ſet us clear. 
Happy's the Man from Wedlock free, 
o knows ho to prize his Liberty ; 
Were Men wary 
Haw they marry, _ 
We ſhould not be by half {6 full of Miſery, 


SONG LXXIV. With early Horn, 


Ith early Horn 
| 5 A = the oo 
IT bat gil is charmin . 
es chaarfil Cries, 
Bid Eccho riſe, 
And join the jovial Chace, 
And join, & . 
The vocal Hills around, 
Ih waving Woods, 
The Chryſtal Floods, : 
All return their 'livening Sounds. 
The vocal &c. / 


SONG LXXV. The Funk, &c, 


rk Hounds are all out, 

Fi And the Morning daes 8 
Why how now, you ſluggerly Sot, 
How can you, how can you 
Lie ſnoaring — 

Whilſt we all on Horſeback are got, 


Brave Bert, whift, &e. 


| 


' 


7 
We ſcour the Halle and the Dales; 


I cannot get up, 
For my over Night's Cup 
So terribly lies in my Head, 
Befides my Wife cries, 


My — do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in Bed, 
My dear Boy, but cuddle, &c. 
Come, dngwith your Boots, 
\ — ns Mare, 
or tire us Mith longer Delay; 
The Cry of the Hounds, 
And the Sight of the Hare, 
Will chaſe all your Vapours away, 
Brave Boys, And chaſe, &c. 
Hark! hark! now the Huntſman 
Has ſtarted poor Puſs, _ 
He has her now full-in his View z 
We'll never forſake her, 
Till we overtake her, 
So eagerly let us purſue, 
Brave Boys, &c. 


No Pleaſure like Hunting 
To paſs the long Da 


At Night ſor Supper 

We fu on our Prey, 

When o'er a Pot of good Ale, 
Brave Boys, when, &c. ö 


1 | 
SONG LXXVI. Hark, hart, &c. 


4rk, bark, the Huntſman 176 bis Horn, Lf 
's tipple away the roſy Morn, Lon | 
Well hunt the Bottle from ſhes to ac. 88 

And bollew the Glaſſes the Courſe to run. | 


Each merry young Toper a Huntſman ſhall be | 
Aud inſtead of 1 Ewa __ a red Livery, ton, Soe. 
„ 3 


. 


ll — ſcorn their Bows, their ws, and Cats, 
Well unt with long Pipes, and r3dy apes Tikes. 
1 on, ton, &c. 


| TW fate ts ek — 28 2 2 & 

4 al ron c 

Will And then for a Hey make Ve of the All ; 
Ton, ton, — 

When thus reviv'd, we'll meirily fing 

And joining in Chorus makg the 2 ring, ton, 

Our Game we'll eag . 

Our Glaſſes . auſe renew. 
22 ton, Ec. 5 a 

D. 
nd Ecc all ſummon the to & 

The welcome Sports be gladly bears, * 

His Toil and Labours uo more fears, 

Ion, ton, Se: 

Pipe be takes, and charges bigh, | 

And Be the Bottle rx Y, ton, Se, 

At length with equal Force and Speed, h 

| He makes the generbus Victim Peed 

Ton, ton, &c. 

lt As b the IVound the Raad dves paſs, 

He boldly ventures to fill his Glaſs, ton, Oc. 

Nor N to taſte the flowing Gore, 

But hunting and drink, fl bunts for more. 
Ton, 5s o 7 

Then fill merrily round, 

Since & of — Hare and Hownd, ton, Esc. 

I bile chearful Bacchus leads us on, 

Nell follow in Chorus with ſprightly ton, ton, 
Ton, ton, ton, &c. 


{| SONG LXXVII. Old Sir Simon, &c. 


| (2755 ou my Hearts of Gold, 
| Let us be merry and TY 

t is a Proverb of old, 

ir Suſpicion has double x yes: 


8 


el, 


What ever we fay or do, 
Let's not di ink to diſturb the Brain, 
Let's laugh for an Hour or two, 
And neer be drunk again, 


A Cup of old Sack is good, 
To drive the cold Winter away 
»T will cheriſh;and comfort the Blood 
Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay: 
But he that drinks too much, 
Of his Head he will complain, 
Then let's have a gentle I ouch, 
And ne er be drunk again. 
Good Claret was made for Man, 
But Man was not made for it; 
Let's be merry as we can, 
So we drink not away our Wit: 
Good Fe'lowſhip is abus'd, 
And Wine will infect the Brain 
But we'll have it better us'd, 
And ne er be drunk again. 
When with good Fellows we meet» 
A among three or four, 
*T will make us ſtand on our Feet. 
While others lie drunk on the Floor, 


Then Drawer go fill us a Quart, 


And let it be Claret in Grain 

*I will cheriſh and com ort the Heart, 
But woe. ll ne er be drunk again. 

Here's a Health to our noble King, 
And to the Queen of his Heart; 


Let's laugh and merrily ſing. 


And he's a Coward that will tart: 
Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in Spain, 
And to our Colonel | 

And we'll nber be drank again, 


Enough's as good as a Feaſt; 
If a Man did but Meaſure know: 


A Crunkard's worſe than a Beaſt, 


For he'll drink till he cannot go. 


TO — - * — * wud 1 


7 If a Man could Time recal, 
In 1 that's ſpent in vain, 
Weed leath tb. be ſober all, 

wy _ And well ner be drunk again. 


1 | SONG LXXVIII. From good Timur, dre. | 
1 Fre! good Liquor ne er ſhrink, 
And 


In Friendſhip we'll drink, : 
drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow; 


Let us husband to-day, 
| Time flies ſwift away, - 1 
And no one's afſur'd, no, 
No one's affur'd of To-morrow, 

—_ the - =. of 

t grac'd the ges, 

Dad Noah the moſt did excel, 
He firſt planted the Vine, 
Firſt taſted the Wine, 
And got nobly drunk, 
And got nobly drunk as they tell, 
SH Say why thould not we 


Get as bosky as he, 
| | Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire ? 
Thus I fill up my Glaſs, 


1 Ill ſee that it paſs 
W To the Manes, to the Manes, 
Jo the Manes of that good Old Sire. 


SONG LXXIX. I Site of Love, Re. 


| 

| JN Spite of Love, at length I find 

A Miſtreſs that can pleaſe me; 

| Her Humour free and unconfin'd g 

Both Night and Day ſhe'll eaſe me: 

| No jealous doughts diſturb'd my Mind, 
| Tho' ſhe's enjoy'd by all Mankind * 8 
| Then drink, and never ſpare it, 

is a Bottle of good Claret, 

Chor, 1 hen drink, &c 


allo” 


xc. 
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If you through all her naked 
er little Mouth diſcover, 
Then take her bluſhing to your Arms, 
And uſe her like a Lover; 
Such Liquor ſhell diftill from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe, 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it.! 
1Tis a Bottle of good Claret, 
Then kiſs &c. | 


But beſt of all ſhe has no Tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me; | 
Shes fully better Old than Young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me, 
Her Skin is ſmooth Complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious Smack; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a Bottle of good Claret, - 
Then kiſs, &c. 


If you her Excellence would taſte, 
ſure you uſe her kind, Sir 
Claſp your Hand about her Waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir 
As for her Bottom, never doubt, 
but home, and youull find it out; 
hen drink, and never ſpare it, 


TTis a Bottle of good Claret, 


Then drink, &c. | 
SONG LXXX. Bacchus One Day, &c, 


Acchus one Day gayly ftridin 
B On his ng Ton, 1 
Sneaking empty Flasks deriding, 

Thus addreſs'd each toping Son: 
Praiſe the Joys that never vary, 

And adore the liquid Shrine 
All Things noble, gay, and airy, 

Are perform'd by generous Wine, 


+4. at AM 

Priftine Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 
Owe their noble Riſe. to me; 
er wrote the Sao Story 

3 with ** Divinſty: 

If my Influence be wanting, 

Mufick»s Charms but dowiy move; 
ry dog in vain lies panting, | 
| I fill the Swains with Love. 
If you . a laſting Pleaſure, 

ortals this way eu Eyes 3 
From my ever - flowin Treafure 

Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe : | 
Heres the . balm Bleſſing, 

Sole Diſpeller of your Pain; 


ö Sboomy Souls from Care releaſing 13 


He who drinks not lives in val 


SONG LXXXI. If Love's a fiucet, &c. 


AT, Maſter Bacchus aſtride on your But, 
8 Sn Ons of gone, and our Claret”s run 


W bich 41 the brick Wines in Embpire that 
Will 122 ht you por pf :low ? * 
Reſvlve us, great a don ſend it over, 

Lell we die, left wwe die of the Sin of being ſober. 


|| SONG LXXXII. en Orpheus, &c. 
b Wi, et to the Regions be- 


K ory a _ rex tor to ſee, 
e tun? — is Lyre as 1 ſhow, 
muy {et his Eurydce free 88 : 
To ſet, &c. 
alt Hell was afteniſh'd a Perſon & wife © 
.___ Should raſh] 1 endanger his Life, 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their Surpriſe 
When they found that he came for his Wit, 


FF 


. 


run 


ite, 


To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 
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Old Pluto long puzzl'd his Brain, 4 
But Hell had no { orment ſufficient he thought, | 
So he gave him his Wife back again, +... 
„ he, &c. b 
But Pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his Heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, * 
He took her again in Reward of his Art, | 
Such Pow'r had Muſick in Hell, | 
Such Pow'r, &c. - | | 


SONG LXXXIII. Save Women, &c. 


AVE Women and Wine, there is nothing in Liſe 
— That can bribe honeſt Souls to endure it 
When 00 Heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 
are | 
Dear Women and Wine only cure it. 
Dear Nomen, &c. 
Come on, then, my Boys, well have Women and 
ine, . 
And wiſely to Purpoſe employ them: 

He's a Fool that refuſes ſuch Bleſfings divine, 
Whilſt Vigour and Health can enjoy them. 
As Women and Wine, dear Women and Wine, 

Whilſt Vigour, &c. | 


Our Wine ſhall be old, bright and ſound, my dear 


To heighten our amorous Fires; | . 
Our 2 young and ſound, and ſhall kiſs with a 
Smack, BF 
And ſhall gratify all our Defires 
The Bottles we'll crack, and the Girls we'll ſmack, 
And gratiſy, &. | 
SONG LXXXIV. TV hat care J, &e. 
Hat care I for Affairs of State? 
W. Or who is rich, or who is great, 
ow far abroad the ambitions roam, 
To bring our Gold or Silver home ? 


EI YY 


— — — — ww -_ 


What ist to me, if France or Spain 
Conſent to Peace, or Wars ma intain. 

F pa Taxes, Peace or War, 

11 wiſh all well at Gibraltar : 

But mind the Cardinal no more, 
"Than any other ſcarlet Whore: 
Grant me, ye Powers, but Health and Reſt, - 
Near ſome ſmooth Stream, ob ! let me Reeg 
My L „ and feed Heep; * 
A Shady alk whll lad. Trees , 
A Garden with a e of Bees | 
An Orchard which Apples bears, 
WW here Spring a long green Mantle wears, 
Where Winters never are ſever TS 
Good Barley-lands to mots food cer 3 
With Entertainment for a Friend, 

0 4 Peace my latter End ; 


wi 7; 
| | and bome- 8 
| . 2 2 Epe 


SONG LXXXV. Tine of Black Joke, 


1 


| O ſooner comes up a Country Clown, - 

| Wich his Leather Breeches to London Town, 

| But he cocks his Hat, and ſtrives to look big; 

He ſwaps his Acres for gandy fine Cloaths, 

And flaunts it about *mong Belles and Beaux, 

| In a lac'd Coat, and a Pig-Tail Wig. 

| He makes his Country Relations his Sport, 

| 

He rattles and tattles of Places at Court; 

Ae battles with Bailiffs, Watchmen and Whores, 
17 He runs in the Surgeon and Tallyman's Scores, 
$ li And proves a downright modiſh Prig. . 

| 

| 

| 

| 


At le his Purſe and Pockets grew low, . 
His Habit all ſhabby. — Good-Bye to the Beau: 
Fate frowns, and Friends forſake: 88 
He bids his Honour and Conſcience 3 +6 
, 


And the Country-Bubble becomes a Town- 
Some other Coark does take, 


*. 1 9 
ts, 


* 
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He ſcours the Roads, and borrows a Purſe, 
Or cheats at my Lord's, which is twenty timos 


worſe; 
Hi it ſo faſt, that ſtop him at laft, 
For his ricks 15 chat they in'd to ſwing; 
And there's an End of a Country Rake. 


SONG LXXXVI. Jhile Phillis 5s, be. 


1 6 23 mls Defines» 
it s 

By the Tach of her Lip . 22555 
hol eee bg A 


He Ons a e t their Colour, 
As Flowers revive with freſh Odour 3 
His Berg 8 Wi 8 curing 
And the Li „ Ol, makes th ame, makes the 
more en - 
Cordials of Wine, Love is kept from expiring, 

Ty Cog. Wing Low i ot our pri, 
each other, the Pee is laſting, 
N 2 


Thes „ abonnd, 

And a Kiſs and gaig rand; 5 

Orr Jos are immrtal while LIN a 
3 Battle to. 


SONG LXXXVTL The Gods and the 


Goddeſſes, &c. | 
HE Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did 
1. Where 2 with exquiſite TY — 
did with t heir Deities — 
ſhould drink did occafion 
— 1 W Neftas Was out K 
ru ore the Creation : 
os the <A Clath was mov'd from the Board, 


W Werd, 


— 


_ 1 i 
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| wi. + Heavenly Size 
we A —— to baptize, 


"oth Jove, Im inform d drink Punch Earth, 
2 the mortal Ni —— ? 
T — our wiſe Godheads tagether let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtr than they. 
"Twas ſpoke like a God, fill the Bow 2 
' He is caſhier'd fror the Heavens 


Then Apollo ſent his Laſſes : 
ry wy 5 Well of 2 3 


Mith Pitchers to fill 
To Poets new born this 4 was broug | 
And they ſuck' d it in for OE s a6 45 bad. 


eee 
Was e f 3 

For Goddeſſes may be as ſqu . as Gypſies, 

T bs Sun aud the Moon yon know have therr Ecligſes ; 

Theſe Lemons were call d the Heſperian F 

TV here a vigilant Dragon was ſaid to look to it. 

Twelve Dozen of theſe were well ſqueex'd in Water, 

The reſt of — . — in Order come after 3 

Venus, Admirer of all Things that were ſweet, 

(Without ber Infufion there had been no Treat) 

Conmanded ber Sugar Loaves white as her Doves, 


| 

25 | be rags 2 Table by @ Pait of young Lobe, 
| 
| 


ul curious theſe Deities were, 

Sugar it wn 2 thro' 4 Piece of fine 4+. 

Fay Beech Bacchus gave Notice by 83 his r 
hat without bys Aſſiſtance there 

What he meant by the Se 55 
T hey threw in -” Gollns of Langoon. 
Mars, tho a blunt God, wy o the Biskers, 
Was ſet at a Table a curling 15 J Lies, | 
DQDuth be, fel ov Gods, and Caleſtial Gallan 2 
7 wor'd not give a Fig for the Punch without tz, 
T berefore, my Ganemede, 1 do command ye 
To throw in ten Gallons of the beſt Nantz . 
Saturn, of all the Gods there he was the 
21 we. may. imagine bis Stomach was the 


good Punch, 


— 
— — 


** 
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e Le age, br, 2. fl Je 76 

tamper x in the Juice 
Neptune this Ocean of Jy 


ith a Sea Biskat bak 
T be Bowl being finiſh'd a Hi ol then began, 2 
ow Jove, let it be to that Creature Man 3 a 
s to him alone our great Pleaſure we owe, 
For Heaven it was never true Heaven till now, _ 
T be Gods 145 and the Health it went about % 
"Till Gorrel-belly'4 Bacchus's great Guts nigh burſt W. 
The ot her won. Gods did Oceans of Punch ſwallow, * 


- AQtceon with Hounds and with Huntſman di bollow; | 


The Punch was delightful, they Plenty did bring, 
And all the Wirld over their Fame it d ring. 


SONG LXXXVIII. Some ſaylnomen, bie. 


gone fay Women are like the Seas, 1 


me the Waves and ſome the Rocks: 
Some the Roſe that ſoon decays; 
Some the Weather, and ſome *he Cocks: 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd 10 well, 
As Wine, Wine, Women and Wine 3 
T hey run in a Parallel, they run in a Parallal. 
Women are Witch: es, when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo is Wine 
make the Stateſman looſe his Sill, 
The Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine p 
They put a Jig in the graveſt Skull. 


And ſend their Wits to gather Wool: 


"Tis Wine, &c. 


What is't makes your Viſage ſo pale? 
What is't that makes your Looks di vine? 

What ist that makes your Courage fail? 
Ie it not Women ? Is it not Wine? 


4 is Wine will make a ou fick when you're well a 


'Tis Women tha 


you Serehent tal well: 
n Mine, &. i +} 


Z 2 


one — Lees « 8; 


7 hs he does it torment? 
, 


12 e 7 1 


ring the 
ELL EYE FL. . 
I take it i 


2 


Aud am wrapt'in 


SONG XC. or; Ko. 


ou have heard, no doubt, how all the Globe, 
$i! Was ſoak d of old with Noah's Flood. 
See! here's a Globe that holds a Sea ** 
| A Sewof Liquors twice as good! 
Tol dul de rol. - 

Had Noab's been à Flood Hke this, 

And Anak's Sonsſuch Souls as 1 
2 drank the Deluge as it 

_- Td ab — 


SONG Xcl. Bacchus af, dec. 
ACCHUS aſſiſt us to ſing th t G 
Chief of the Gods, we exult in thy —4 5 
Wine's firſt Projector, | 
Mankind's Pro tector, 
Patron to Topers, 

How we do adore thee. X 
Wines firſt Projector, Se. 
Friend to the Muſes, and Whetſtone to Venus, 
Herald to RO when Wine wou'd conveen ut: 


_ 


— © === — — => — 
— — - - 


£ — = 
— v 
— — —_— ——— ͤ . ˙ ye 2  ———— ———QR—S=S 
[1 


— —— — — 
— - 


— — DST x — * 
. ̃ ͤ¶—-— Is ꝗ ‚ — ——ß6«8. ooo oe — — — — 
— — — - — — — —— — — —— — - 


——  — — 
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By immutable Powers that rule us 3 


—. 


When dur dition 8 
in wordly Cares wants a Cordial to kreen us, 


Nature ſhe ſmil'd, when thy Birth it was dh] 
Mankind rejoic*d when thy Altars were 1 
Mirt h will be flowing, 
Whilſt the Vine's growing, 4 
And ſober Souls at our any = 


SONG XCH. n Commons, tec. 


F all Thin ſucceed, 
1 As 7 d 


To repine, and to pray, 
Is bat Time thrown away, 
And our Teachers, in ſhort, dd but Selens 


Then let's ond nl our Free-Will, | | 
By our dri on | 
And by 2 the Glaſs, 6 whe ics Time to gi 


But i if Man has no Pow*r - 
To chuſe, or to ſhun, / | 
"Tis no Sin to drink doldly, or Virtue to run, 


If we're driven by Fate | 
Either this Way or that, 1 
As a Carrier wage on 2 Horſes, . 
No Mortal can ftra | 
But muſt go the right Way. 
Like the Stars hat are bound to Tübelr Cat 


80 if we? ve Free- Will 

EL CT. — 
5 er ve eac eſent 5 
Then pray fill the GlaG, 


And confirm him an Aſs, 
That depends upon Predbfiinzcion, 


"TIE 


2 


— — 


4 = XCIII. Hud as they raiſe, bc. 


IFE is c quer'd—Toil and Pleaſure 
Fill up all the various Meaſure, 

| king, to Crew in of ng = 4 ; 

17 And. as pong raiſe. 115, Tip ? 

Wil To their ha 


y On © Emer s Py no other Sound, 
thee. t Dicks, 
* Prithee Saw Felchen L, — | 
Let the Cann go round. 


SI Then bark to the Boatſwain's M biſtle, Whiſtle, 
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S, near Porto Bello lying, = a 
A a the gently ſwelling Flood, 44 

t Midnight with Streamers flying, ; 
Our triumphant Navy rode : 

There, while Vernon ſat all glorious 
From the Spaniards late Defeat, | 

And his Crews with Shouts victorious, 
Drank Succeſs to England's Fleet: I 


On a ſudden, ſhrilly-founding, ::4 
 Hideous Yells and Shrieks were heard; A 
Then, each Heart with Fear confounding,  - | 
A fad Troop of Ghoſts appear d; 
All in dreary Hammocks ſhrouded, 
| Which for Winding- heets they wore ; . 
And with Looks by Sorrow clouded, _ 
Frowning on that hoſtile Shore. 
On them gleam'd the Moon's wan Luſtre, 
When the Shade of Hofter brave 
His pale Bands was ſeen to muſter, 
Riſing from their-watry Grave : | 
O'er the glimm'ring Waves he hy'd him ö 
Where the hahe rear Rer Sail, : 8 
With I hree Thouſand Ghoſts befide him, 
And in Groans did Fernen Rail. | - 
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Hence with all my Train attending 
$9010! From their oozy Tombs below ; 
$i! © Thro? the hoary Foam aſcending, 
20 Here I feed my conſtant Woe : 
Here the Baſtimento's viewing, 

© We recall our ſhameful Doom, 


And our plaintive Cries renewin 

2 . Wander thro' the Midnight Gloom, 
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I, to Britain's Shores returning, 
1 © You neglect my Juſt Requeſt ; 
After this proud Foe ſubduing, | 

10 U When your Patriot Friends E ee, * 4 
Think on Vengeance ſormy Ruin, 
0 And for England ſham'd in me. 1 
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tierce thy [rage glar'd on Rab, 


nd with gen'rous Ardour warm me. 
To revenge thy Fall or die. | 


From their lofty Ships, deſcending, | 
Thro' the Flood, mM firm Array, 9 4 7 4 
To the deftin'd City bend ing, | 
My lov'd Sailors work'd their Way. | ; 
Strait the Foe, with Horror trembling, "= 
4 Tin in hafte his batter'd Walls 3 | 
in Accents undiſſembling, f 
As he flies for Mercy calls. | Fav 4 
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To thy injur 4 Gen I ſwear, 
Mey my . of future Glory, 

be my conſtant Care: 

AT I neꝰer will ceaſe Purſuing 4 
Spain's proud Sons from Sea to Sea, 
With juſt Vengeance for thy Ruin, 

And for ſham'd in thee. 
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In our honeſt Hearts we bring, | | 
True, tho' in an humble Station, 
10 our Couotry and our King. | 
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For the Time, at laſt is come, Boys, - 
We'll their Topfails lower down. 
Tho? in Politics conteſting, * 
Round and round they vere about, 
All their Ships, and —— 3 
With our Broadfides we will rout, 
Hark ! the roaring Cannon thunders ! 8 
See, my Lads, Six Ships appear? 
Ev' ry Briton acting Wonders, 
Strikes the Southern World with Fear. 
Porto Belb, fam'd in Story | 1 
Now at laſt ſubmits ta Fate; 
Vernow's Courage gains us Glory 
And his Mercy proves us Great ! 
On our naval Strength depending, - 
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When affronted, EY ſending, 
Shew the World 0 lands Force, 
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Ratling on each hoſtile Shore, | 
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Far as Flag can move with Wind, 
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But ſoon Verne hot Fire 
Prov'd the Spaniard a Liar, 


Whence theſe Fortreſſes came 

Such high Titles to claim, 
I ſorbear to recite in this Place, 

Tho! our Waggering Foes, | 
One might fairly ſap | 
Did aſſume them on Hoſier's 

Now their Caſtle of Glory | 

You have levell'd before ye, - hy 
To its Title yourſelf may pretend; 

It is made your own Prize, 

And where'er-your Sail flies, I 
Shall, on you, noble Vernon, attend. 


Of this Victory rare 
You ſecur'd the beſt Share: 
For the $paniſh King's Dollars and Felt 
You moſt gallantly gave 
To your Mariners brave, 
And with Glory rewarded yourſelf. 
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2 as gude are n 0d, 
fre it their x \ a r 
* igots We. 8 2b i box 
mo Utenfils of baule 2 
But ſuch tranſplant 4 — e, 9 * 
And leave the honeſt at My wands DIE 
While Gold enchants the giddy Mad, 
To ſet their Votes to Sale,  - 
It muſt return again io ,, 
By the Exciſe 8 * 
'Tis thus the Knight ma 1 from Ln 
With your own Gold, till you're undone. 
Britons beware! at laſt grow wile ! - | — 
For Liberty combine! . | 25 * 
Let none that voted tor Exciſe, 
Fer bribe you with his — 


1 


Drink only of the Patriot's Bow 
And. vote for him with all your Soul 1 + 


SONG XII. The Miller of Mansfield, a 


H n 3 
Who but be gens Cs: »f 
3 E 5 
Which is better than 2 "fl 
What tho ke all duſty and twhitned dees'g 

T ade Bs be-heratr; the more like a WJ 

A Clown in this 3 far «19 
T hay a Courtier and Bar, 


Tho his Hands ave daub q they're. nx fit tobe 
The Hands of his {Ee prone pk 2 


G Gull, in han rate, ill ft Fi ts the Mogi lke Med 


- —— 


7 ; when a e Ang for Dinner be 1 
„ wit > other Men 

1 5 r Fed 7 5 brags, ; EG 
ens Bags, 


| 1 feel him warn, but how can he 
Day 


$ON'G XIV. 7% Bind By. 


ne'er enjoy, 
t are the Bleffings of the Sight, 

O tell your poor Blind Boy !. : 
You talk of wond'raus Things you ſee, 


| 2 ! what 8 Me ok Light, 


You fay the Sun ſhines bright ; 


Then make it Day or Night > - 


My Day or Night myſelf I make, 


Whene'er I wake or pla, 


And could I ever keep awa 2. 


— — — —— ey ro gy ot 


With me twere always Day. 
Wich heavy Sighs, I often hear, 
You mourn my hopeleſs Woe 5 
But ſure, with Patience I may bear 
A Loſs I ne er can know. th 
Then let not what I cannot have 
My Chear of Mind deftroy 
Whilſt thus 1 fing, Iam a King, 
 Altho? a poor Blind Boy, 


| SONG XV. 4 Trifing Song, bc. 


Trifling Song ye ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended; 

1 trifling People draw near, | 

AndI 


ſhall be nobly attended, 


[ 


Were it not Regs a 4% e oh, Ye 
That lately "nat fo Plays wu i 
The Men ſomgth mething to do, 
The Women want & ame — ws tf 


What Brea Nel 2 Preſf 
uſe — "ms gÞ * 
E y 


hat eiae Nite a 


Lov Moments 
wn hat of Nis done het, 


No ſooner. the Virgin is > ried”. 
But a Trifle ſhall part them Iain. 


What mortal wouw'd ever be a 
At Whit#s half a Moment to Fie's 

Or who is't cou'dibear'a 3 
Without talking Trifles for Wit 


The Court is from Triſtes $eare,- 
Gold Keys are no Trifles we erg | 

White Rods are no Triſies Fm ſurs, 
Whatever their 3 ea * 


But if you will go to brad 
Where Trifles e 1235 
The Levee will ſhow "his rac I 7% 
Makes Promiſes Niven L 
A Coach, with fix'Footmen is, wat, N 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin; FP 

But, ye Gods] how oft do we find 
A dalous Trifle within s ; SET 
A Flask of Cham People drunk 1 
par 1 or Sareſl⸗ 155 5 4 | 
t i atrive how to 1 
n t no ty By A 
| A Pan's Tri at Sea, 0 » 
idow's a Trifle in in Sorrow, N 
A Fence Lies I le To-day, 


To break it @ Trifle To-marrow, 


Bb 


—— — ———— — — - 
- 


— 


— 


— — — - > 
E ũ ]⁰ A ne CS — —— 


. . . . 


= 


& Black Coat a Trifle may cloke, 
Or to hide it the Red may endeavour s = o& 

But if once the Army is broke, ; 
We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. 


The Stage is a Trifle they fay, 

The Reaſon pray carry along; | 
Becauſe that at every new Play 

Abundance of Triiles ſo throng. 
But with People's Malice to trifle, 

And to ſet us all on a Foot; 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 

And his Song is a Trifle to boot. 


SONG XVI. The Hider: 


Rtiſt, who underneath the Table 
Thy curious Textures haſt diſplay d, 
Who, if we _ believe the Fable, 
Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid. 


 Hfidious, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 

Fear no officious Damſel's Broom, , * 0 
tend thy artful Building wider, f 
And ſpread thy Banners round my Room. 


While I thy wond'rous Fabrick ſtare at, 
And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret 
And proudly baniſh'd Rooms of State. 
And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 2 
Thou draw'ſt thy ſlender Thread with Pain; 
o does he labour like a Noddy, | 
To ſpin Materials from his Brain, 
He for ſome gaudy flutt'ring Creature 
That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye; 
And that's a Conqueſt little better | 
| Than thine ver captive B . 
Thus far *tis plain you both agrees 1 
Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow it s 
*J'is Ten to One but Pen 


u 
[nds boch the Spider and the Poet. 


£3 7? 


| y 279 1 Tor TM 
SONG XVII. The Fate of the Fiddle 


E Lads and Laſees that live in Longleat, 
W here they jay there's us End of good Drink and 
Wh r at heir Bellies, the rich | 
ere the Poor fill their erich receive Honour, 
S great and ſo good is the Lord of the Manor, : 
Te Nymphs and ye Swains that inhabit the Place, 
Give Ear to my Song ef a Fiddle's bard Cafe ; 
Fir it is of 4 Fiddle, a ſweet Fiddle I fing, 
A ſofter and feveeter did n:ver wear String, 
| Melpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art, 
WHIR T the ſad Fate of this Fiddle impart | 
Fir never had dil a Fortune ſo bad, 
Which ſhews the bet Things the worſt Fortuns have hal. 
This Fiddle of Tidd'es, when it came to be try*d, 8 
Was as fwzet as a Lark, and as Jef as a Brides 
T bis Fiddte to ſee, and "tis Muſick to hear, 
Gave Delight to the Eye, whilſt it raviſh'd the Ear, 
But firſt T muſt ſing of this Fiddle's Country 
12 born and 47855 bred in fair Italy, ; 
In a Town where a Marſhal of France had the Hap, 
(Fortune de la guerre) to be caught in a Trap, 
And now, havi ſung of this Fiddle's high Birth 
T ſhould ſing Pr ingers which made þ wuch Mirth g 
But Fingers fo ſtraight, ſo ſwift, and ſo ſmall, 
Should be ſung by a Poet, or not ſung at all. , 
Thy' I am, God wot, but a poor Conntry Swain, © 
And cannet indite in ſo loſty a Krain; | 
$ all T can ſay, is to tell you once more, 
Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were nter ſeen befare, 
Having ſung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I trow, 
You'll it but meet 7 ud of the Bow 3 
The Bow it was Ebon, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, 
It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch, 
Cupid would fain have chang'd with this Bow for a whllas 
To which the coy wats wx; Smiley 
2 


j | 
OP! 


bh Banjo bb or or 12 "4 

Tiers 09) aw Kill, ano Zan bath 2 

T his Fiddle and ] | cup es ether 

Wali ke Jap The a 1 

But alas ! when als Cath 

Dr Heart it twill jo Head 

l 

Taking all for its Friends its ſweet , 

When ftr there came in a Maſculine 1 

Ih the De'il had it to make him a Drum. 

Moto woe t» . 

bat has all our Maſick and Paſtime 

M it never want Birch to b 4 lt ub 

May it ever be itching, and never be Teach d. 

Ky cry alfa Glu mth ſo grievens, 
o a Orme fo 1; : 

123 

. eee Blaue, 


er ſhew its bare Face without Sorrow ar Shame ; | 
it ne er mount on Horſeback without Loſs of Leather; 


e ont the End of my Tather. 


And now, left ſome Critick, of dee 2 Penetration, 
Should attack our poor Ballad wit h grave Annotation z 


The Fp muſt be told, without [| 2 4 in Riddle, 
waz firſt make a better, 17 855 5 Bum- Eꝛdale. 


SONG XVIII. Preach not me your, &c. 
Pd not me your muſty Rules, 
h 


Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell; 
e Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 
The Senſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my Span, I leſt can ſpare 
To paſs a angle Pleaſure * 

An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 
"ou anly live, wha Life __ 


i 


ther ; 


&c. 


A little Bottle by his Side, 


SONG XD 88 Beggars . 


Ti was a jovial Be r 
He had a Weoden . WA en 28 
Lame from his Cradle, 
And forced for to beg. "PRAC ahi 1 
And a begging we will go. N „ We 
Will go, _ 5 3 Yu tHe 
And a ng iin 
A Bag for his Oatm ea. 
Another for his Salt; n. 51337 Via Lhd 
And a Pair of —— „ 
To ſhew that he can ny s 5 


Aud a begging, &c. 1 — +. . , 
A Bag for his Wheat, — * l 
Another for his Rye; R's 


4 drink When he is dry : 


And a begging, & 
To Pimblico vb 0 Lan 
Where we ſhall merry 
With 5 Wark a Gan in's by os 
442 ch De his Knee. 
42 3 8 


And __ — are 3 
W tumble on the Graſs, 
Toi a long patch'd Coat, 

» bile a pretty Laſs. 
a begging, &c. 


F 2 ſeven Years I begged, 
For my old Maſter 12 

He taught me how to 
When I was but a Chi 


And a begging , &. 


I begg'd for my Maſter, 
And got him Store ia, © N 
N now be prayjods 


for als. 
elite, &. 51 
13 


— 


F 


In an old hollow Tree 3% 48S 7 424 9 4 
5 T live and pay no Rent; 4G rabid; 1.5 
Providence provides for me, e 
And lam 1 I a 
And a begging, &@. e. 
„A Beggar lives . 
For when he is a weary, 
He'll lay him down to reſt: 
And a , &c. 
I fear no Plots againſt 
T live in open Cel OY 
Then who would be a King, 
| When a Beggar lives ele 
And a beggin _ 


SONG XX, Her Mes . 


'S Appy Hours all Hours excelling, 
H When retir'd from Crowds and Noi: z 
ii willy y is that filent Dwelling, AY 7 
Pd with ſel-pofſeſſing Joys 3 
y*s that contented —_— 
[1 ue eich et Thin sis pleas d, 
= And conſults the Voice of Nature, 
| When of roving Fancy's eas'd. 


Eve Paſſion wiſely moving, 
E J — te of. Low the 
v*ry State of Live improving, 
—.— = * 8 . 3 
y Man who thus poſſeſſes 
15 80 with ſome Companion dear, 
Joy imparted fill encreaſes, _. 
Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. 


SONG XXI. To byg. yourſelf, dec ; 


| O bug yourſelf in aſe, * 
What won d you wiſh { theſe ? 


; 


” 
. 
WW 
4 N 


|. 


| 


8 1 
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A little Parlour Stove to hold“, . 
A conſtant Fire from Winter's cus: ! 


. o may fit, and aud 8 dur 
7 FR 2 off 


26 Harpies of the Lam, den ware 


UE EDS ae” 2 


* ee 


nen 


1 


0 * 


% Das 


= _—_— 1 


JF 


Have Chotce few Friewds of your own \ : 
A Wife agreable and chaſte. 5, Ae: 
As open but yet cautions Mind, when 111 
my ar Fr, nw Kew te * N E 1 
s Fears nor Envy's e 
D, rea the e of th pie tract - 


Frm Ty pee ond 3 ar 


Bills; * MAC — 
e ; Heaven, ſhall pleaſe, * 


A longer or a ſhorter TG oH 1s 211 b a 
SONG XXII. Gather your Ryſ-Budsge 


; our Roſe- Buds, while you ms | 
G9: Old Time is füll a fl le Fo de 9 | 


hat ſame Flower that ſmil 
To-morrow will be. dying, ba 


The glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the "ae — 
The higher he 5 fla Sp | 
The ſooner will his Race be run, 71 
And nearer he's to Setting. 
1 _ 26 betty that ts. the nn 257 
lle Louth an warmer 6 157-9 
Expect not the laſt and wa 249 117 
ime ſtill ſucceeds the. former, 
| Then be not coy, but uſe your Tine, 
While you may go and ma 
For having once but loſt your rims, 
You may for ever tary, 


| 


| 
| | 
| 
| 


1 


| And burnt them in the Kin- 


enkin 


„as in the Land of Cyder, L 
At a Place call'd Brampton-BryaÞ, 


Such a Prank was I 4 gt 
*] wixt a Man and Maid, 
That all the Saints cry'd fie om 


For gentle John and Sans 
Wer: oft 10 Recreation; 
To tell the Truth, 
This vig'rous Youth | 
Caus'd a dreadful Conflagration, 
Both Morning, Noon, and Night, ft 
Brick Fob» was at her Crupper; $ 
+» He got in her Geers 
Five Times before Pray'rs, 
And Six Times after Supper. 


"bop being well provided, 


ofely did ſolace her, 

That Suſan's Waiſt, 

So ſlackly lac'd | 
Shew'd Signs of Babe of Grace, Sir. 
But when the Knight perceived, 
That &ſan had been ſinning, 
And that this Laſs, 

For want of Grace, 


od Kiſſing more than Spinning 3 


To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal, - 


And filthy Fornication ; 
| al 


Ot ſuch Crimes 
To ſhew the Times 


His utter Deteſtation 3 | 


He took both Bed and Bolfter, 


ith Tobuny's Frock, 
And Sani Smock, f 


l 


1 * Sheets, and Pillows, ON 


SONG XXII, Of a noble Race was 


. 
. : = 
Tt. .#0 
102 r * 
* 2 F FELL A 


14 


And every vile. Utenfil rr 

On which they had been wicked g 
As Chairs, Joint-ftools, 
Old Trunks, Cloſe-itools, 


And eke the Three-legg'd Cricket. 


But had each Thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton-Bryan, 
We all muſt grant 
The Knight would want 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 


SONG XXIV, Be gene, Oli Care. 


E gone, Old Care, I prithee be gone from me z 
Be gone, Qld Care, you and 1 ſhall never agree ; 
ong Time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you would me kill, 
at efaith, Old Care, 
Thou never ſhall have thy Will. 


Too much Care wil! make a young Man look grey, 
And too much Care will turn an old Man to Clay : 
Come, you ſhalL dance, and I will ſing, 

So merrily we will play : 
For I hold it one of the wiſeſt Things 

To drive Old Care away, | 


SONG XXV. Had TI the World, &c. 


HY, Lycidas, ſhou'd Man be vain . 
It bounteous Heav'n hath made him great? 
Why look with inſolent Diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck*d with Wealth and State? 


Can ſplendid Robes, or Beds of Down, 
Or coſtly Gems to deck the Hair; 
Can all the Glories of a Crown | 


© © Give Health or ſmooth the Brow of Care? 


The ſcepter'd Prince, the burden'd Slave, 
The Humble and the Haughty dies 


The Poor, the Rich, the Baſe, the Brave, 
In Duſt without Diſtinction lie. 


' 
li 
{ 
i 


"1 


Go ſearch the Tombs. where Monarchs teſt, 

Who once the richeſt Slories wore, | In 

Fled is that Grandeur they pofſeſs'd, | 
And all their Greatneſs is no more, Ri 


So glides the Meteor thro' the Sky, 
And ſweeps along a gilded Train, 

But when its ſhort-liv'd Beauties die, 
Diſſolves to common Air again. 


SONG XXVI. Freedom is 4 real, &c. 


Reedom is a real Treaſure, 

| Love a Dream, all falſe and vain, - 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 


A fincere and tender Paſſſon 

| Some ill Planet over-rules ; 
Ab, how blind is Inclination! 
Fate and Women doat on Fools. 


F SONG XXVIT. n me ſome, Ac. 


Mbition never me ſeduc'd, N 
Jo ſoar on Fortune's painted Wing 3 
Far humbler Moti ves ſtrong induced, 
To haunt unvex'd, the Muſes Spring. 
Some rural Cott, where Angel Peace 
Mild ofer the Soul her Influence ſheds + 
Where Pleaſures flaw with gay Increaſe, 
And ſport at Eaſe on Roſy Beds, 


Where Silvan Scenes the Fancy raiſe, 
Exalt the Soul, improve the Lays 
Where fanning Zephyrs ſooth the Blaze 

| Of Summer's fiercely-darting Day. 
The dimpled Stream, the winding Shade, 
The Lawn in chearing Verdure dteſ#d, 
1S3% aſpiring Hill, the tufted Glade; 1 

| Soft Thames ſhou'd pleaſing Thoughts ſuggeſt. 


> LY 


en raigd to Extaſy, I'd hail 
fp Aweetly-awful rural Powers, 0 9 
Invite, if artleſs Sounds prevail, | 3 | 
Gay Wood-nymphs from their Jes mine Bo Wera 9 


Rich in myſelf, I'd frown on Gold, 
And far the treacherous Geugaw throw: 
With Pity's melting Eye behold 
The idly-buſtling Crowd below. 
Ah me! how in romantic Seats, 
Does my deluded Faney ftray !, 
I Too tranſient, viſionary Sweets, 
That fudden Gleam, that fades away. 
Thus ſportive to the Mind, in Sleep, 
Caſcades, Rocks, Coaches, Guineas riſe 3 
Break but the Charm, the glitt'ring Heap, 
And all the wild Creation dies. 


SONG XXVIII. The Bonny, &e. 
ö Woman that ſeduces all Mankind; 
By her we are firſt taught the Wheedling 


g Arts: 6 42 
Her very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
#44 She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 
For her, like Wolves by Night, we roam for Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms: 
For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fee*d into our Arms, 


SONG XXIX. A buch Laſs, vis. 


A Lovely Laſs to a Friar came, 
To confeſs in the Morning early : 
In what, my dear, are you to blame ? 
Come own it all fincerely, 2 
Tve done, Sir, what I dare not name 
With a Lad Who loves me dearl 7. 
The greateſt Fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover, . 
Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There, Diſcipline to ſuſſer, | 
Leck ny Sir, if it muft be fo, 
Pray with me ſend my Lover. 


8B 


— 


\. SOSA XXX. Tranſporting 
1 I are'the ſolid Jo., 
; 


| 


— 
” 


6 = Mi... 


tO 128 

Dea dd but drean 
| None m — 2 Dea 2 * 
n 


ÞI . you Fang 
I * own, Sir, 951 we r 
hat your Penance is prevailing. 


add 4 blow 3 


M x 


arty bee. 


1 
— 


* 


Which faithful Lov . To ;deftows;, 
Which Tied to ine Rey 
ich yield to faint 
Thus Wen 52 | 
1 ly 
tender Ces e * 
«= hn 
18 jon 00 Ms es 
But teems all o'er favs, = 1 7 of 
SONG XXXI. Let: ION ar, 
TE. Ambition fre re thy Mind, i 
Thy — 4 4 nt, Men an: 3 
ot to ow efign” 2 
leave che . 
Crowns I'll throw bury F 
of Kings thy. ds 


Scorn thy and 
15 ia Cr les, hall m —.— 

n Circ 76 
„in Way 2 thy.Fancy's hoe? 
| Let not Toils'of Empire fright,  - 

Toils of * Pleaſures ares | 


Thou ſhalt know Delight, 1 
All the Joy, but not the Care. * 1 


h if thow'lt yield the 47 08's 
r 


8³ 3503 o 
M aſcend the Skies, r, 
Wo thou ſhalt Or „ Barns; 


* 


| 
b- 
4 
ö 
k 
Þ 


* 7 
| 
* 
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He F up his Aw!l that he had in the World, 

And to make away with himſelf was refolv'd 3. . 

=> jere d through his Body inſtead of, the Sole, 

e Cobler he bat — the * it did toll. | 

* doten, down, . 

And now in e- I adviſe as a Friend; 

All Coblers take Warning by this Cobles ind: 

Keep oma perm out of ve, for We find by © 

what's pa 

That Love brings en to an End at the Laſt. 

Derry dotun, an, 


SONG XXV. Wilt the Ion, ec. 


Hilft the Town's. Brimful of Felt, 
And runs gadding after Polly, | 
% Let us take a chearful Glaſs. 
Tell me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure, 
Of beſtowing Time and Treafur | 3 
For to make one's Self an A — | e 
Tell me, '&c, y "7 


I am for Joys far leſs expenſive,” ES — 
; Where the Pl: aſures more extenſwe, Be oe 
be 4 And from dull Attention free he! OO, 
Where my Celia, o'er a Bottle, 85 
Can, when, tir'd with am'rous.P 3 
I Sing Old Songs as well. as ſhe. I 
2 Tell me, &c. Te: 


SONG KXRY 1. Theoethel Tons Ke 
17 Have been in Lobe, and in e and} in e 


This, many. and many a 
And thoſe are three Plagues erg, Litnuld think, 
Fox ane poor Mortal to beaF: 

*Twas Love made me full into Drink, "bf 

And Drin made me run jato Debt 3 
1 And _ Fhave*ftruggled, and amen Jan 
5 I : rove, 
* I cannot get out of them yet. 8 


. ; 
* g _ * * 
1 . 'L P C C 2 l 
= . * 4 : F # , 


ha 65292) 
There's nothing but Mon can care 
And rid me of all my Paths re, | 
wil pay all my WY, 21 
And remove all e en or 

And my Miſtreſs,” that cannot For TIS e, r 

Will. love me, and love me me again | 
Then, then PN fall to my loving and Cy again, 


SONG XXXVIL Gone fallw, le. 


gllow, fol 
5 Elves Ne be⸗ be, 
ripping o' er the Green, 7 
low Mab your Queen: 
round, 
For all * Place is Fairy Ground. 


When Mortals are at Reſt, 
And ſnoaring in their Nelt, 

Unheard, and uneſpy'd, . 
Through Key-holes we do o glide z g> 
Over Tables, Stools, and Shelves, 
We trip it with our Fairy Elves. . 


And if the Houſe is fot, 
With Platter, Diſh, or Bowl, © 

Up Stairs we nimbly creep, 

And find the Sluts afleeps 

Then we pinch their y and Thisbe; 
None us hear, and none us ſpies. 


But if the Houſe be ſwept, ; + 
And from Uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the Houſchold Ms, 
And ſurely the is paid; 

Every Night beſore we go, 

We drop a Tefter in her Shoe. 


Then o'er a Muſhroon's Head 
* Cloth is ſpread; 
_ Grain ye, or Wheat, 
4 The tet that we eat; 
If | Pear Drops of Dew we drink, 
Wi in ups, fill'd to the Brink. 


Ter 


(Cs 


The yo 2 ae ee Poe 


The Brains of Fa of Ih 1 
With menen Ado N e 
Between Tons Ng : 5 3 rity 
Is Meat that's Worms g vi wes 


And Brains of W 


Do make *S E realt ch th ard 
The Graſh brd Mo 01 9 


Serve for our M 03.15 Þ 5 26745 
Grace aid, we we dance a In bil, gprs 
And ſo the Tim 20 we 
But if the Moon — hide her — 

The Glow-Worm lights ug, noms e 

O'er Tops of. Dewy Gras 

So nimbly we do pas, 90 


Neer bends where we do 25 1 i 
Let in the Morning may be ſeen, 
Where we the Night before have been. 


SON G XXXVIII. King John, Sc. 
W. has &er been at Paris, muſt needs know the 


Greve, 
atal Retreat of thy unfortunate Brave 7 
2 Honour and Fuſtice. moſt odly 1 
To eaſe Heroes Pains by a Halter and Gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derry. down. 


ary L eee . 
the: ne! Ag mpleats what . 4 
wire of the P Fg * Ha, the Re Pop, 


Fa the ains 1 Hopes no more 
Derry down, Sd. Ccraſt. 
Great e ive walks, av — 
And the King and the Law, the T bief has bis cc 
But my Hearers cry out,” what a Duce du thou ail? 
Put off thy RefleFions, arge Fe 
Derry down, &c. 2 
*Trras there then, in civil Reſpect bu beyſh L 
And for want of falſe Wig to hack a bad Ca 


6 3 


I 


f 194% 
orman late, wa r 
* C. ordelier ? 


to alt 
Derry down, . "i 8 oY 


' The? ire ad Grace was to « the Te | 
Seens d not e i that 2 EY = 


2 e Lane 4 
en was bath to 
2 — 1 My oe" 


O Eather ! my Sorrow will ſcarce ſave 1E 


Fer "tas 1 that I mut ber d, bit that was taken, \ 

| Derry down, MW. * + 
P ee ne'er. ad with axes! 
Fx Ao ag 4id y 5 L —_— I 


PL he Cha 4 5 © gh 


TO, ———_ 
—— — — ————— uv p . — II rr er rs — 
— — — — — ——— — — 


— — at — 
— - n 
— —ͤ— — — — ⏑ ODIN GE — ͤ ͤlnF !!!!! 7ꝙ]c e noon 


Ho ys rp te Tonight 


Alas ! e rover hewe'sr hoogthent e 
5 I. hall have little Stanach to eat: 

I ſhewld therefore eſtom it grent Favour and Gra, 
Vid vun be Jo kind, 4 iy my 
Derry down, Gt. 

Tat T would, 20 h the Father, „ 

But our Actions, yon know, ; ach Ln... 

T be Fe 1 to you, 1 

| Her ths Night, as, is mart'd for a il. 
OW mon, Ss 


8 —— — — 2 
— <4 — 2 — * — — _ —— — 
— — — — - o — — — — - — — — —— = p 
ee IEEE DELLS - hw 
. — — = — — = a — — — - 
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Eaten 2 


my 


1 
"1 


ov 217 Cart 5 AC 87 | 


ES, = 25 en 
1 w Pata 4. f 


Pine me, 72 55 
22 we Toe by. the 


Derry down, hs 


$ ON G XXXIX. 5, Gta Meas 10h, 


8 14% 


Let this be my 
wot Srl to rub 2 la Þ 
4 on b 4 t 
q Talon with an — : 
grow wiſer 1d better as my Screngt 


If I live to grow old for I find T go on, 


And 


I govern ty 


TY 


Bleſame 


be 
Mates 


s 04 


b Is ly tie, 


Gull, for ab other Men dis 


* 4 1 * Town 3 


1 iſe; "with 


! 


Sone At my Gate, 15 


Swa 
h wa 


Without © Gout: or 9 Decay, by a 


In a Country Tow by. a 


With the Ocean at toherein I rack " 
With a ſpacious Plain withont, 


gentle Decay. 


„ 


And an eaſy Pad Nag: to ride * « Als 
May I govern, S. 8 
With Horace and Plutarch, ted ba " are morg 


Of the beſt Wits that livid in the A 
With a Diſh of roaſt Mutton, mt 
omg ht 


Aud clean, tho coarſe 
May 1. govern, Se. 


With a Padding 
And Remnants 
With a kidden 


on NM bs milk bo 


2 1 


n, to welcom? 
of Burgundy 


A 


T drink the King's Health _ as pon 1rmge 
May 1 governs Se. ? 


% 


1 
our Tic | 


* 


rs 


— 9. 


May I have a Fire as 225 Oy. 
A Fire which, ones ſtirred up = 3 
Will keep the Room temperate 2e, 4. 


May I govern, rs my 


With a Courage undaunte4 I fare laſt D 
ded when I am dead, may the better Sor Jang > 


In the M. in the Event 2 mellow, 
He's gone, an ee him 52 K 
For he  gove is, Paſſion With an abſolute 


And 1 wiſer ad better as as bis strength wor 
away 
Without Goto Stone, by a desde Decay: 


SONG* XL. "Mere 1945 a jovial, dc. | 
HE — tht all Things turns at VA 


4 pa: Gali 8 55 WS: 
1 ut 715 ymſt's 
| Tu tho lid CRY 4 1855 
1 4nd S thexwihiny . 0 
| The Merchant wou'd the Courier cheat, 
When on his Goods he L: « 
Too high a Price—bur, fai N 8 2 
For ã Court ler never page. | A Fo 
W 4nd a cheating, & . 
The Lawyer, with's Face. Snare," — 
Hangs him who ſteals your Pelf; 
Becauſe the good Ken i ee | 
No Robber but himſelf, * 
And a cheating, &c. ; 8 vat * - 
Betwixt the Quack and Highwaymas, 44 
What Diff rence can there be? 
Tho' this with Piſtol, that with cnc 
Both kill you for 4 Fee. 13 
And a cheating, &c. | Hah 
The Husband cheats — Jovig wif, 4 
And to a * goes, 5 
While ſhe at h ome, to eaſe — "0 PR 
Carouſes, with e Beau. i v4 
i And a cheating, &. e #5 inn it, 
Wi The Tenant doth the Steward An 
tf (So low this Art we find) 
The Steward doth his Lor ſhi; hs. * ; 
I! eee 8 | 


© Os} 3? TE "ix fact * he: 5 


I \# 2264 


Bid Charles make rea =_ his Wain, 


| 

One Sec! there are, to-whoſs ur Lot 
No cheating Arts do fall, 

And thoſe are Parſons call'd, God wot, 
And ſo I cheat you * 

And a cheating, &c. 1 


SONG XLL Med Tom. 


rth from my dark and diſmal . 
Fs. from the deep Abyſs of Hell, 


Tom is come to view World! 
10 ſee if he can cure his ditempers 


Fears and Cares Tres my Soul 

Hark! how the an uries bowl! 
Plato laughs, and Flag = g 1s _ 
To ſce poor naked Tow 

Through the World I a 2 and Day, 
To find my ſtraggling Senfes. 

In an angry Mood 1 met old Ties, 
With his Pentatench of Tenſes. 
When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for to Man; 

In vain with Cries I rend the Skies, . 
For Pity is not combon. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 1 
Help, IE or elſe [ die ! 

Hark! ar 's Team, 8 
The Carman 5 ag? whiſtle ; 8 
Chaſte Diana — her Bow 
And the Boar begins to briſtle. 


Come, Pulcan, with Tools and with Tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackle i 


To bring me my Senſes again. 


Laſt Night I heard the Dog-Star bark, 
Mars met Venus in the Dark; 

Limping Vadcan heat an Iron Bar, 

And furiouſly made at the God of War; 


{ Hr ien his w. 2 4 
| wh is Wea u 
— ng Vulcan had — the xy 
His road Horns did ſo bang in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Blows aright. 


Mercury, the * Poſt of Heaven 
Stood nel; 


I ſill to. ſe om 

= Cone belly Bacchus, t-like, 
Beſtrid a Strong Beer Barrel; 
To me he drank whole Buts, 
Until he burſt his Guts, 2 
But mine were — er the wider. 


Poor Tom is very Wy 
A little Drink be harity. 
Hark! I hear A#eon's Hounds, 


The Huntſman whoop and "holloo 3. 
__ wood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 


wo Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eats Powder'd Beef, 2 and Carrot, 
Will fire "the Buſh at 2 Beck. 

SON G' XLII. Pp Agb. 
I My Sorrow it flows like a Sp! rings 

tho you may | ſhame me, the d cannot blame 

Loſs it dry oa and 1 fach betet, 5 

Ng. d ever before ; © | 

And what car Man ſay any more? 

And what can Man, &. 

Her Hair of a fine Bow Dye; 

Her Stature was low, tg Noſe was e, 

te 


the Chaſe do follow, 
But a Cup of Malaga Sac 
Know Pm no Poet, my Song it will ſhew ic, 
1 bed [ thus dolefully ſin 
She Ras every Feature, a fve-t pretty Creature 3 
Her 15 s they were of a true Coventry Blue, 
It was moſt delica 


299 
So Lip thin, which fairl turr'd in 
4 as black as a 5 a 14 
478 Her Ander ſtood out, ts receive from her = 
ght. The Dropings that fell from each 1 
The Dropings, &c. 


No Needle or Pin were more tarp than her Ohio; 
Which her Noſe did moſt lovingly meet, 
Like Siſter and Brother, they kiſſed each MOT, | 
It was a great Pleaſure to ſeeꝰt. 5 
No Globe could be found ſo perfectly round, 
As her Back was to all that did mind her; 
To give her her Due, her Head turn'd Ik: à 

Jo ſtudy = Globe ry Bere al 


Tho ſome Teck ſhe: nes Md Hat hg 0 well 
plante þ 

*Cauſ: Nature ſhould ſhow no Neglect; 

What in one ſhe deny'd, ſhe in t'other ſupply', . 
Becauſe there ſhould be no Deſect. 

'Tis common, you know,” Teeth ſtand in a Rows... 
The beſt and the neweſt 1 

J Let, without Sons her's js in 

roſe. As if they'd been dancing the Hay. 

L 3 As if they'd, &c. 1 

eit, 


Her Breath ſtrong, one Leg hot, vother bag, 
ot blame To make, up her perfect 
* Her Cheeks were like N 8 — tis almoft * | 
She — a delicate Face like an Ape; | 


gut 
FX 2 


, 2 


| Her Skin might be taken for a Gammon of Bacon, 
| | — Brea ; $ like Mouth, which ſa flat; Not | , 
She had a fine th, whi my an 
* Oh ! ſhe'd Slee realer N 
0 ſhe'd, &c. | 


New I think.it. meet to talk 4 
II tell you how fine they were made;. * 
tio, If you belieye mes I wil ＋ 338 ve, x” 
| hy were e true Sha of a Spade 


e — 


I} LL the World's in Strife and Hurry 
WH Some for Intereſt, ſome for Glory 


| And the Great who fit be 


Wi as Treats die Neighbours oa 


300 
© that when the ai pat 


S0 broad; and & flat 
wiel der Ee es d1 bat when the did 
| er 1 ang 10w, t 
K. u'd ſwear ſhe'd been playing ing Bo· pee p, 5 
| 'd ſwear, &. 


| Bat this long Narration 8 Moleſtation, 


Within my unfortunate Breaſt 

Pl now give it o'er, and ſo no res 
ut leave you to gueſs at t | 

Search the World round, no ge can be found, 
; So well ſhe pleaſed m y Fan ancy 5 
1 4 hl nes all my 4 Le Loſs of my as 
N ere is an 
And there, 6&:c. © ey * 


SONG XLII. All the Warld, tee, 


And the Lord knows when "will caſe; 


Tho? their Tongues run all of Peace : 
Since the high Church then and 3 


Make our daily Miſehieſi gro 
the Ae Helm in doubt, 
y they may turn out : 
© 


ha 
Allen that is there, is 


Friends? | 
He thall ever, in the Book of Fame, 
Fix with Honour a glorious Name, 


Md A. 


Are man how —4 24 
bleſs'd is 


wie ton Town, and the Falio F 
free 3 
For Love, and no ill 


our pF 


leadin 
celebrate like a 


* 


| ED 


( _ 3ot ) 
gcarce has any to drink his Health, 
If a Fry does not 171 pu? it round by Sew 
80. 1 is oat 0 . — | 
And a Tory in his Place: 
Riddles all, and cock is amiſs. 
„ | What a whinifical World is this! 


SONG XLIV. Il ſing you a Song, 0 


1 4 — 1 

Er nothing L think, 'tis 

Fire, bir, Eanb, avd Water, Birds, Booſts, Fiſhy nl 
The Lad-that wakes Love to « den breath rn thy. | 


Co 


[EIS 
int, 
fe, Tol, 10 25 12 
3 F 
D abt, 
care a 
Tol, lol, &c. liens 62 
'3 
Did ſtart out of nathing, a Chaos, a Den, 
And all Things turn to nothing again. | 
Tol, A 
And hopes to obtain ber by Sighing and Soothing, 
wo, re — 
te, is 
* G OT his Patience A* A 
oye 


may to the Arms 


" or ſhe that has N needs be * 
le? Tol, lol, Sec. 8 1 — 4 


Ti Be, mak 
how FW — | Tings 15 * 
N be Fog that ſays 7 ma paſ 


Tol, lol, &c, 
the Ears we ble. gone ail 


ear, Ex h 
Fe 101, inte nihil 
eee Je never fatal, - | 
This very Word Nothing-may give bim' a Fall, 
N 


ol, lol, &c 
to the Poet his Due, 
— * 
wrote it to do. 
Tol, 1 


Tol, lol, &c. , 
$ONG XLV, "Tam in Truth, &. 


Am in Truth 
Us 12 Toth, a 


QT # 


40 des for Buſineſs fit us 3 | 


( 393. }» 
In Publick Cares, 
B Loves Affairs, 
With Honour ive acquit us, 
A noble Mind +} "3.3% | 
Is neer confin'd ern * Ati C 
2 N n e 
He gains Pr 
Who beſt diſplays. , 
A generous Education s, 
While Rancour rolls | 
x narrow Views diſcerning s 3 


Ann enz 6k 


Good Manners, Nooſe, and Learning. | _ 
SONG XLVI. The Warm. 


OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by Shews and Forms! 
Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſe, 
Al Human Kind are Worms. 


Man is a very Worm by Birth, 
Vile Reptile, weak, and vain z_ 

A While he crawls upon the Earth, 
Then ſhrinks to Earth again. 


That Woman is a Worm we find, 
Fer fince our Grandame's Evil; 
She firſt convers'd with her own Kit 
That ancient Worm the Devil. | 


The Learn'd themſclves we Book-Worms name z. 
The Blockhead is a Slow-Worm ; | | 

The Nymph, whoſe Tail is all on Flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow-Worm. 

The Fops are painted Butter-Flies, 

That flutter D 

Firſt rom a Worm they take their Riſe, 

Then in a Worm decay. . 


2 D d 3 


The Flatterer an Farwig grows; 
| 0. ag 3 all * 7 
s are Muck-Worms; Silk- Worms 

And Death-Watches Phyſicians, wh ery 
That Stateſmenthave the Worm, is ſeen 


By all their "Winding play; 

Their Conſeience id n Worm within, 

1 That gnaws*tiem Night and Day. 

Ah! Moore, thy Skill Were well emplo: 

1 And greater Gai Ag riſe, yas 

If thou could'ſt Wale the Courtier void 

| . The Worm that never dies. 

O learned Friend of Abchwob-lane, 

| Who ſet'ſt ouriEntrails free ! 

Vain is thy Art, thy oppor vain, 
Since Worms ſhall eat &en' thee ! 

Our Fate thou only can't . adjourn 
Some few ſhoxt Years, no more! 

Ev'n Button's Wit to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were before. 


SONG XLVIL Ero pleaſant, be. 


= 


H pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
0 


44 
* 


Who roams o'er the watery Main! 
reaſare he ever amaſſes, 

But chcarfully ſpends all his Gain. 

| Were Strangers to Party and Faction, 

{ To Honour and Honeſty true, 

And would not commit a baſe Action, 

For Power or Profit in View. ; | 
Chor. Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſuch gli Toys ? 7525 

A liebt Heart and « thin Pair of Breeches 
thorough the World, brave BS.. 
The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleffings of Life, ' 
T be Tore with Plenty rewarding, 
hich Plenty too often breeds Strife, 


- 


| &c. 


When terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Billows * 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us, 
But skilful Induftry ſteers right. 

Chor. Then why ſhould, &c. 


The Courtier's more ſubject to Dangers, 
Who rules at the Helm of the State, 
Than we, that, ta Politicks Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the great. 
The various Bleſſings of Nature, 
In various Nations we try, | 
No Morrtals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Chor. Then why ſhould, &c. | 


SONG XLVIII. Ile thee, by Ha- 
„„ ee 
O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
te one Thing beg of kad Heoven to grant 
e one Thin of kind Heaven to 
Is a Mind independent and free, wry 4 
With Paſſions unruffled, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare ; | 
The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt is but Folly and Care. | 


The Bleſſings which Providence freely has lent, 

Pl Jaitly and gratefully prize 

Whilſt ſweet Meditations, and chearful Content, 
Shall make me both healthful and wiſe. 


In the Pleaſures the 2 Man's Poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd Pl! challenge my Part; 

For "I fair Object, my Eyes can ſurvey, 
Contributes to gladden my Heart. 


How vainly, through infinite Troubles and Strife, 
'The 2 I hours employ ! 54 
Since all that is truly delightful in Life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 
35353 


: 


4 ö 9 
SONG XLIX. Some hiift up, &c. 
OME hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies, 6: 

8 Others debaſe her to a Bubble: 

nor her Frowns nor Favours prize, 
Nor think the Chang'ling worth my Trouble. 

If at my Door ſhe chance to light, 

I civilly my Gueſt receive: 

The Viſit paid, I bid Night ; 

Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave. 

Tho! proſp'rous Gales my Canvas crowd, 

I bo' ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Sky, 

I truſt not Calms, they Storms ſorebode, | 
And ſpeak th' approaching Teropeſt nigh,  - 

1 hen, Virtue, to the Helm repair, © 

I Thou, Innocence, ſhalt guide the Oar; - | 

Now rage ye Winds, Storms rend the Air 
My Barque, thus mann'd, ſhall gain the Shore. 


| SONG L. Sw d of London. 
. 1 were three Lads in our Town, 


Slow Men of Loudon ! 
They courted a Widow was bonny and brown, 
And yet they left her undone. _ 
They went to work without their Tools, 
Slow Men of Landen OT 
The Widow ſhe ſent them away like Fools, 
Becauſe they left her undone. 


They often taſted this Widow¾'s Cheer; 
Slow Men of ! | 
But yet the Widow was never the near, 
For till they left her undone. 


Blow, ye Winds; and come down, Rain : 
Slow Men of Londen / 8 

They never ſhzR woo this Widow again, 

| Becauſe they left her undone. 


Py 


® 


ble, 


hore. 
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SONG LI. When the wright, Ke. 


V Maſters, give ear, 
And a Story you'll hear, 
Of a fine Raree-Show, and a Oy: 
Ne'er was ſeen ſuch a 22 
Since Tom Thumb was a night, 
In the Days of our noble King Artkar. 


When King George was abroad, 
1 was a Seaſon thought good, 
To ſhew us King Rabin in Glory; 
With his *Squires in a Row, 
And his Knights two and two, 
All as gallant as Sir Jobs Dory. 


Ev'n Baronets here 

Humble *Squires did appea 

And Members were proud a0 the ny ; 
And who would not be ſtill 
For the Civil-Liſt Bill, 

To have a Place in the ſham Coronation ? 


They all walk'd, for their Prinee 
Did with Riding, diſp-nſe, | 
And with Bathing a troubleſome Rite—a 
"Cauſe he knew *twas in vain, 
They cou'd ne'er be waſh'd clean, 
Any more than a Black-a-moor white—a. 


In the Abbey that Day, 
Men did all Things but 

There was Ale, Wine, and Gin for” the r 
Such $ 3 N 
In a Church, ne'er were ſen, 

Since the 1 that old Paul's was a Stable, 


In the Iſles, if you pleaſe, 
You your Bodies a ht eaſe, 
By the ſuff ring, at leaſt, of your Betters. 
O Stanhope ! adft thou 
Been alive but till now 
To have ſen a Jakes made of st Peter's! 


1 
ry N : 


An odd Way they all took, 
* Thro' a blind crooked Nook, 
In the Church, 'for their Robes to be ſeen—a 
But then Scaffolds had they, 
To direct them the Way, 
Where they ſeldom or never had been—a. 


After this they all took 
An odd Oath with the Pook, 
In the Days of old Popery known—a ; 
| o be true all their Lives, 
To all Women but Wives, 
To all Ladies, excepting their own, 
Which Oath, if they broke, 
Then their Sovéreign's Cook 
Was to hack off the 1 of each Don- a; 
' But *twas much if he cou'd, | 
For his Eyes muſt be good, 
To difcern that they had any on—a. 


Then this being done, 
To their Dinner they run, 

With Stomachs ſo ſharp, and ſo keen—a 5 / 
Without Grace they fall to, 

As they uſed to do ; 

Ne'er minding their Chaplain, the Dean—a. 
To the Cloſing of all, 

They at Night had a Ball, 

Where their Damſels were dreſy'd to receive %m : 
What farther was dne, 
Will be better non: ; 

For tis decent that here we ſhould leave em. 


SONG LII. Greenwood Tree. 


0 - OT Eder's Garden did diſdain 
That pleaſing Paſſion Love; 
Where free from Guilt, and ev'ry Pain, 
8 ayly rove. * | 
ot 1ides of Furies raging Fi 
That ſollow a aſton Gale, 
Meer Vapours rais d by hot Defires, 
That vaniſh with Diſgruce. 


| 
| 1 
1 
| 
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bn - l 
3 epi need vr the Flame 
uthia's purer Dreatt, 

Whilſt Friendſhip makes us ſtill the ſame, 
With ev'ry Virtue dreſt! 

Her Mind at firſt a Conqueſt made, 
Her graceful Mind I muſt approve 8 

Her Wiſdom chearful ſtll appear d, 
And juſtify d my Love. 


Truſt not to Features, fleeting Charms, 
Nor hug a painted Joy; 
Ihoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon di 
Warm Air will this deſtroy. 
Let tender Paſhons take their Turn, 
And Virtue lead the Way; f 
Where Minds are match'd, they ſeldom mourn, 
Nor curſe the Marriage-Day. | 


SON G LIM Go, vind the Vicar, &c. 


O, vind the Vicar of Tauntop-Dean, 
And he'll tell you the Banns were asked; 
A good vat Capen he had vor's Pains, | 
And I ſent it home in a Backet : 
And on a Friday Night I was, by — 
To have prov'd if ſhe was a Maiden: 
And now ſhe is run with a Soldier to Town: 
» Heydledom, deydledvm, cudden 3 
Heydon, dud , cudden, Tom ; 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cuddem. 


My Mother ſhe zold her blue Game-Cock, - 
And a dainty Brood of Chickens 
Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs , 
And rack'd it up in the Kitchen; 
And ſhe bought me a Cambrick Band, 
With a Bumkin Pair of Breeches, 
Not thinking but Jaan 
Would have made me her own : 
But i'ſaith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches. 


Heydledom, deydledom, cudden, &c. 


7 t 
. 
PI! take a Hatchet and hang my 2zel!; 
Before I'll endure theſe Coffs ; 
Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Wel 
For I never can bear theſe Croſſes; 
Or 1 will go to ſome Beacon high, 
For i vaith I am welly woden 
And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to try, 
 _ Heydledom, deydledum, & . 
If ſhe can think 'tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhing; 
S She'll find herſelf but a fimple Jade, 
1 For there's more to — by threſhing : 
| I nceer ſhall beg without a Leg, | 
| Nor Occaſion have vor a wooden; | 
| - Nor a Cripple become 
2 8 5 — * 
ey a m, cu 
Heydon, dudaden, cudden, Iom: 
_ Sing beydledum, deydledjm, cudden. 


SONG LIV. 1 Commons, &c. 


AIR Venus, they fay, 
On a rainy black Day, 
Thus ſent her Child Capid a packing: 

Get thee gone from my Door, 

Like a Son of a Whore, | : 
And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking. 
Jo tell the plain Truth, 

Our little blind Youth 
Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, Sir; 
Till all Dangers paſt, . 

* good Fortune at la : 

He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir. 

Then ſtrait to himſelf 

Cries this tiny fly Elf, 

Since Begging brings little Re lief, Sir, 

A Trade Pl commence 

That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a Thief, Sir, 


1 * 1 


d try. 


43 
* 


, Sir 3 


? 


At Play-Houſe and Kirk, G4 
Where he — lurk, 7 
He ſtole Hearts both from young and old People 
Till at laſt, ſays my Song, "i 
He had like to have ſwung 
'On a Gallows as high as a Steeple. 


Then with Arraws ard Bow 
He a Soldier muſt go, 

And firait he ſhot Folks without Warning; 
He thought it no Sin, 

When his Hand was once in, 

To kill you his Hundred a Morhing. 


When he ſound that he made 

Little Gain by his Trade, | 
What does our ſly graceleſs Blinker ? 

But ftrait chang'd his Note, 

As well as his Coat, 4 
And he needs muſt paſs for a Tinker: 


Have you any Hearts to mend ? 
Come, Pl! be your Friend 

Or elſe I expect not a Farthing : 
Tho? they're burnt toa 
Pl! ſoon make em whole 

And, Maids, is not this a fair Bargain? 
But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Tinker beware, 

Shun the Rogue, tho! he ſets ſuch a Face on't. 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 

Tis true, by my Soul, 
He'll at leaft leave a Score in the Place owe, 


SONG LV: Happy is 4 Country Lifts 


Appy is a Country Life, 

Bleſs'd with Content, good Health and Eafe, 
ree from Faction, Noiſe, and Strife, \| 
We only plot ourſelves to pleaſe ; 

Peace of Mind our Days delight, 

And Love our welcome Dreams at Night, 


CY 


14 


| 


| 158 | 2 
„ 
, Ha ings and Strea at run p 
Nature's — Goods, 

Where Virtue only dwells fecure : 
Free from Vice, and free from Care, 
Age has no Pain, nor Vouth a Snare. 


SONG LVI. var within @ Furbng, 
1. pimps and Politicians, | | | 


The Genius is the fame ; 

th raiſe their own Conditions 

On others Guilt and Shams, 
With a Tongue well tipt with Lies, 
Each the Want of Parts Supplies, 
And with a Heart that's al uiſe, 

Keeps his Schemes unknown, 
Seducing as the l * : 

They play the Tempter's Part, 


And have, when moſt they're civil, - 


Moft Miſchief in their Heart. i 
Each a ſeeret Commerce drives, _ 
Firſt corrupts, and: then connives, 

drives, 


And by his Neighbours Vices t 


For they are all his own. | F 
SONG LVII. 4 Sildier and 4 Sailer, 


| Soldier and a Sailor, 
A A Tinker and a Taylor, 
onee a doubtful Str ife, Sir, 
To make a Maid, a Wife, Sir, 
- (nd None ro buxom Joan, 
hoſe Name was buxom Joan, 
For now the Time was ended, 


WH When ſg no more intended 
10 Tn Lips at Man, Sir, 


And lie «Nights alone. 


The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 
He lov'd her more than P 12 


Es ( 313 ) 
we ! And ſhewed her many a Scar, Sir, 
Which he had brought from far, Sir, 
| With fighting for her Sake. 
Ihe Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
By ofPring her his Mcaſure ; 
Ihe linker too, with Metal. 
long e daid he would mend her Kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry Leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 
The Sailor ſlyly waiting, 
Thought, if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhoyld all fall out, Sir, 
He then might play his Part : 
101265 ON — 3 * 
To er-Heads they went, Si 
And then he let fly at her, 2 815 
And ſhot *twixt Wind and Water, 
a Which won this ſair Maid's Heart, 
SONG LVIII. Come hither, &. 
OM E hither my Country Squi | 1 
Lake friendly Le e n 8. 
I be Lords ſhall admire 


Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 


> Flauntin 38 aunting, „ 


Salt quit London's ſweet Toron, 
A Skimming-diſh Hat provide, 

th little more Brim than Lace: 

Nine Hairs on a Side, + 


To a Pi 2 ur 
jolly broad Face. 
Ke. 


ill et off th 
Sch x 


- - 
, E E 
1 


2. 


| ( 314 ) 
Do get the Footman's Frock. 
A Cudgel quite up to — Noſe ; 
Then frize likz.a Shock, 
And a N thy Block, | 
And buckle thy at thy Toes. 
Such Flaunting, &. 


A Brace of Ladies fair 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtri ve; | 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair, \ 
They ſhall take the Air, 
And thou on the Box ſhalt drive. 
„Convert chy Acres to Caſh, 
And ſaw thy Timber down ; 
* Who'd keep fach Traſh, 
And not cut a Flaſh, 
Or enjoy the Delights of the Town ? 


SONG LIX. Sweet are the Charms, &. 
H ſhould we that Ambition call, 
To get at Court a ſervile Place? i 
Where to pleaſe one, we flatter all, 
And mult gain Honour by Diſgrace 3 
Where for our Pleaſure and our Eaſe, 
We ſuffer Pain and WearineG. . 


Where all Things we maſt fay or do, 
Which fartheſt are from Mind or Heart; 
Still thoſe, who run ſrom us, purſue, 
* ns to gain Aa with Virtae Pres 
Where we, ourſelves more h to 1 
Dur Faith and Honour muſt Tebaſe, | 
Where we muſt ſay as great Fools ſay, 
Do what great Knaves will have us do, 
That we for Wi's with Coxcombs may, 
With Fools for Politicians gos 
To gain Court-Favbur there, and Praiſe, 
avVirh all the World beſi de Difgrace, 


. 
. 
\ 
1 N - 
. 


n 
Where wo muft flatter him we hate, 
Or what is worſe, him we deſpiſe: 
To broken Slumbers lie down late, 
And early to proud Levees riſe 3 
Muſt paſs our Youth in real Pain, 
For Eaſe in Age to hope in vain, 
Where we muſt change Day into Night, 
Night into Day, at others Will ; 
Muſt take Diſgufts to give Delight 
And ſlight good Men to honour ill ; 
Make many Foes, A our oẽ n, 
Jo gain a Friend where there is none. 


SONG LX. Children in the Md, &c. 
M Paſſion is as Muitard ſtrong, 5 
I fit all ſober fad, | 


Drunk as a Piper all Day 1 | 
Or like a March Hare 18 - 


Round as a Hoop the Bumpers flow, 
I drink yet can't forget her; . 
For tho? as drunk as David's Sow 
I love her ſtill the better. ry 


Pert as Pear-monger I would be, 
If Molly were but kind, 
Cool as Cucumber would I ſee 
I be reſt of Womankind. 
Like a ſtuck Pig I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er, 8 
Lean as a Rake with Sighs and Cares, 
Sleek as a Mouſe before. 


Plump as a Partridge L.was known, 
Ang {oft as Silk I, 

i Cheeks as fat as Butter grown,. 

But as a Groat,now thin. 

I, melancholywagaCat, 

Am kept awake to weep 3 - 

But ſhe, aht e of car, 
Soundas a Top can "24 


Hard is her Heart, vs m—_ = 
She laughs to ſee we pales 
And merry as » Grig is wn, 9 85 
And brisk as bo le. 


TÞs Gs of Levee her Approach, 


as a Bee 
ob s nd — Bell or Roach, 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


Ah me ! az thick as Hops or Hail, gs 
The fine mo 2 3 about her ; | 


But ſoon as dead r N 
Shall be, if without her, 


tus my Leg her Shape a 
OF wore we B's rope = 
eart wou ree 
And lighter than a — 


As fine as Five-pence is her Mein, 
No Drum was ever tighter; 
Her Glance is as a Tazor keen, 
And not the Sun is brighter. 


As ſoſt as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks I. feel: them yet; 

Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 
Her Eyes as black as Jet. 


As ſmooth as Glaſs, as tens Cords, 
Her pretty Hand —— 
Sharp as a Needle are her Words, 


Her Wit like Pepper bites. 


Brick as a Body-Louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a Penny dreſt, 
Sweet as a-Roſe her Face and Lips, 
Round as a Globe her Breaſt. 


Full as 0 Egg was I with Glee, "" 
And h 1777 as a King 1 
Good Jack ! how all Mien envy'd ne . 


te lav'd.like 1 r 


"s 


But falſe as Hell, ſhe like the Wind 
Chang'd, as her Sex woſt do, 

Tho' ſeeming as the Turtle kind, 
And as the Goſpel true. 


If I and Molly could ___ 
Let who will take 

Great.as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
And richer than a Jew, 


Till you grow tender as a Chick, 
I'm du * any Poſt, 

Let us like Bur- together £ ſtick, 
As warm as any 


You'l! know me truer than a Dio, 
And with me better ſped, 

Flat as a Flounder when be, 
And as a Herring dead. 


Sure 281g Gun ſnie“ꝰ I drop a Tan: 
And figh, perhaps, and wilh, 

When I'm as rotten as a Pear, 2 55 
And mute as any Fiſh. 


SON G LXI. That all Men are, an, 


Hat all Men are ars, we plainiy 
Þ Rr B T ev r 22 
„„ fo bapy a we, 
Which no Body. can deny, deny, which ng 
can deny. 


The Tradeſman he begs that bis Wares would 

T hen begs you'd rite the Price is wt bigh, — 

And ſwears tis bis Trade, when he tells you a 8 
Which ng 5 dy can deny, Sec. 


The L wed bim a Fi 

Tho be feats wt | 3 not — Pleay 

But Ange! fie ot mat. Decree, | 
00 OT Can der 


_ * * 


TH c be be 7 . la 

ier be begs for a Penfion.0r Place 

A Ribbon, a 75 or Sale w— Gra 27 f 

*Trs due to his Merit, tis writ in his Face, 
Which no Body can deny, &c. 


-> = _ ſhould chance to get mn: e, 
e beg's 


yore believe that the Nation's undone 3 
T here's but one honeſt Man, and himſelf is that one 
Which no Body dare deny, &c. 


The fair one who labours cube Mornings at Home, 
Charms to create, aud much Paint to ctiſme, 

Tet begs you'd believe tis ber naturpl Bloc, 

Which no Body ſhould deny, & 
The Courtier he begs the dear Nymph to comply, 
She begs he'd be gone, yet with langyiſhing Eye, 
Still begs be wordd ay, for @ Maid ſhe can't die, 
Which none but a Fool would deny, Sc. 


SONG Ex Among ther Pure, &c · 


Mongſt the pure Ones all, 85 
A Who. Conſcience do profeſs ; 
nd. yet that Sort of Conſcience 
Do praQtiſe nothing leſs : 
mean the Sect of thoſe elect, 
That loath to live by Merit 3 x | 
That lead their Lives With other Men's Wives, 
According unto the Spirit. . 


One met with a holy Siſter of ourss 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him: 
And fain-he would have kifs'd her, 
> _ Becauſe the Spiritmov'd him: 
But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd; 
EF You're damm'd unleſs you do it; 
E Therefore conſent, do not repent fi 
Far the Spirit doth muve bn 
che not willing to ofen p 
Vielded unto his Mꝗ 
And what theſe t. p . nn 
Was aut of PUrgEVares;. OC . 


3 


| 4 | 
To lie witk a Friend ard a Brother, 

She thought {he ſhould die no Sinn r 
But &er five Months were paſt,” _ 

The Spirit was quick within her, 


But what will the Wicked ſay, 
When they ſhall h ar this Kumour 2 
They'll laugh at us every Day, 
And ſcoſf us in every Corner _ 
Let em do f ſtill, if that they will, 
We m an not to follow their Faſhion, 
They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elect, 
Nor none of our Congregation, 


But when the lime was come, . 
That ſhe was to be laid 5 

It was no very great Crime, 
Committed by her, they faid :- 

Cauſe they did know, and ſhe d.d ſhew, 

Ce. Twas done by a Fri. nd and a Brother - 

But a very great Sin, they faid, it had been, 

If it had — done by another, 2 


SONG LXIII. Cold and raw, &c, 


F any Wench Jeuns Girdle wear, 
1 Tho' ſh» be ne&'er fo ugly ; ' 
Mies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And her Face look wondrous magly. 
Beneath the left Ear ſo fi: but a Cord, 
(A Rope ſo charming a Zone is) 13 
The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord. 
And we cry there dies an Ado, s. 


SONG LXIV. Of all the ſimple; Rc. 
Maid like the golden Ore, _ RE OP 
Which hath Guineas ir trinſical in't, 

N hoſe Worth is never known before _ 

It is try and impreſs) in the Mint, 


8 
* 

* 

N 


* 


A Wife's like a Guinea of Gold, 

Stamp'd with the Name of her Spotiſe 5- 
Now here, now there; is bought, or is ſold 

And is current in every Houſe. | 


SONG LXV. Genius of England. 
£"Y Enius of England, from thy pleaſant Bow'r of | 


lils, | 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy facred be v * 
Guard, guard from Foes the Briti/ State, 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles does wait 
Th' uncertain happy Fate of Monarchics and Kings, 
1 hen follow, brave Boys, thenifollow, brave Boys, 
to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Pays, to the Wars; 
The Laurel you know's the Prize, 
| Ihe Laurel you know's the Prize: 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, - 
The noblett Scars, looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes z 
Then ſhake off the ſlothſul Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inſpire your Hearts; 
Remamber a Soldier in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 
- Is the nobleſt of all other Arts: 
Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 


SONG LXVI: Te Wheel of Life. 


HE Wheel of Life ; 
Is quickly turning round, 

And nothing in this World. 

Of Certainty is found?: 
The Midwife wheels us in, 

And Death wheels out: 
Good lack! good lack! | 
How 'l hings ate wheel'd about. net”. 


Some few aloft 


Ard wheels ſo faſt, 


On Fortune's Wheel do go, 
And as they mount up high, 
75 others tumble low ; 
In this we all agree, 
That Fate a: firſt did will, 
That this great Wheel | 
Should never once ſtand ſlill. 


The Courtier turns with * 
To gain his om Ends, % 

Jill he's ſo. giddy grown, | * 
He quite forgets his Friends; * 

Proſperity oft · times ; 
Deceives the proud and vain, 


It turr.s them out again. 


Some turn to this, 


To that, and every way, 
_ cheat, ur ſor 8 FT 
an't purchaſe one foor Day 
But his is far below - 
The generous hearted Man, 
Why lives, and makes , 
The moft of Life he can. 


And thus we're wheel'd © 


About in Life's ſhort Farce, 
Till at laſt we're wheel'd 
Off in a rumbling Hearſe :- 
The Midwife wheels us in, 
And Death wheels us out : © 
Gcod lack ! good lack ! 
How Things are whee!'d avout. » v1 


SONG LXVII. W more, Sir, Kc. 


O more, Sir, no more, I'll e'en give it ofer 

OY pain forte yk 2 | 1 
our ſoft wiſhing Eyes. your Vows a ur Lies 
Which thus you fo often repeat. oh 


1 


is you are to blame, who fooliſhly claim 
So filly a lean Sacrifice: 8 


But Lovers, who pray, muſt always ; H 
And bring down their Knee ond err Eyes. 


Of late you have made Devotion a Trade, 
In loving, as well as Religion ; | 

But you cannot prove, thrg' the Ages of Love, * 
Any Worſhip was offer'd hut one. | 

That one let it be, in which we agree, 


Leave Forms to the Maids who are younger ; f 
We're both of a Mind, make Haſte — be kind, 
And continue a Goddeſs no longer. | 


SONG LEVI. The Twitcher., | - 


| A Damſel, I'm told 
A Of delicate Mold, + | 
* Whoſe Father was dead, to enrich her, | 
5 Of all her fine Things, ; 
Ice, Ribbong, and Rings, f 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
Prix'd nothing, &c. Th HI 
The Youth all around, 
Wich Courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every Way to bewitch her; 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
e 
y any Thing elſe but her Twi Poor Girl, 
N By any Thing, &c. | ' 


Flach offer'd his Pelf, , 

In Exchange for herſelf, - 
If to him the Parſon would ſtitch her; 

But ſtill ſhe reply d, 
ea never bety d 2007 
To any Thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 

* But Cupid grown wild, 

To ſee himſelf foibd, 

Reſalv'd to find: Ways to bewitch-her, 


4 - 


irl, 


123 
And humble her Pride, 
Whatever betide, 


He Korr. to give way to the Twitcher, poor Glrl, 


He ſcora'd, & c. 
Brisk Str the young, 
Whoſe _ Tongues 
Was baifed with Words to bewitch her, 
| The God did prepare, 
1 150 combat ** *. FS Girl, 
nd try'd to oatrival her Twit r 
And td, &c. Kn. 


Young Strepbon drew nigh her, 
And fluſb'd with Defire, 
Try'd Kiſſes and Oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattl'd and toy'd, 
But fiill ſhe reply d, 
Piſh, let go the Hold of my Twiteher, poor Girl, 
Piſb, let go, &. | | 
But this cunning Spark 
He ſound out the Way to o'er-reach her; 
He gave her a Trip, 
Which happen'd to lip 
The myſtical Knot of her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
The myſtical Knot, &c. © | 
And thus having ended 
The Thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
| She cry'd, No, no, no; 
But yet I can't go: 


: 


| Now do what you will with my Twitcher,dear Boy 


do, &c. 
SONG LXIX. Alvehy Laß, &c. 


E 12 do they err who throw their Love 
On Fate or Fortune wholly, n 

Whom only Rants A can move, 

And Rapture join'd wi Folly ? | 


j 
b 
14 


f 
2 

| 

! 
1 
ö 

| 

. 


% | | 4 324 ? 
For how can Pleaſure ſolid be, 
+ Where T hought is out of Seaſon? 
Do Tlove you, or you love me, 
My Dear, without a Reaſon > 


Dur Senſe then rightly well employ, 


Neo Paraaiſe expecting; 

Yet envying none but trifling Joy, 
That will bear no reflefting ; 

For Wiſdom's Power, fince a ter all, 
Fen Lite is paſt the curing, | 


1 Softens the worſt that can befall, 


N 
1 
'L 
1 
| 


. Bd 


x 


| 


And makes the beſt enduring.” 
SONG LEX; To you, fair Ladies, 
all you Husbands and you Wives, 
Ibis Paunchinello ſings, © | 
For Reformation of your Lives, 
This good Advice he Dringes _ 
That if you would avoid all Ill, | 
You ſhould leave off the dear Quadrille, 
No Tyrant on the Earth his Slaves, 
With greater Terror awes, 


Wich Force more abſolute behaves, 


Nor gives ſeverer Laws. 
Unequal tho” his Taxes fall, 


| They're with a Smile receiv'd by all. | 


How many Beauties, rich in Charms, 


2 


L 


[| 
; 


! 
| 
i 


May ſo be Slaves to ſome 


Are ud ee e his Will ? 3 8 
The Bride, when in the Bridegroom's Arms; 
Still thinks on-dear Quadrille. 
Her Spouſe her Body may enrol, 
Quadrille is Maſter of her Soul. 
The Gina People (Sailors fay)  _ ') © 
When have loſt their Pence, _ 
Their Family and ſelves will play, © © 
» Heav'n keep that Cuſtom hence: 
For Beauties of the 3 | 


8 
rques. * 


* 
SONG LXxXI. Cold and Ru, &0- 
( raw the North did blow, 
4 Bleak in the Morning aorhis | 
All the Trees were hid with Snow, 
Cover'd with Winter 5 3 
As I was riding o'er the lough, 
I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 
Roſy Cheeks and a bonny Brow, _ 
Good Faith, my Mouth did water, 
Down I vail'd my Bonnet low, 
Meaning to ſhew my Breeding, 
She return d a graceful Bo 
Her Viſage far exceeding: _ 
I ask'd her where ſhe was going ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to hold a Parley: ?: 
She told me, to the next Market-towng 
On Purpoſe to ſell her Barley. 


In this Purſe, ſweet. Soul, faid I, 
Twenty Pounds lie fairly, 
Seek no further one to buy, 
For Iſe take all thy Barley: 


Twenty Pound more ſhall purchaſe Delight, | 


Thy Perſon I love fo dearly, 

If thou wilt lig with me all Night, - 
And gang home in the Morning early, 
If forty Pound would buy the Globe, 
This Thing I would not do, Sir 
Or were my Friends as poor as Job 


I'd never raiſe them ſo, Sir; 5 


For ſhould you prove one Night my Friend, 
We's get a young Kid EET ts 

And you'd be gone e'er nine 41 

Then where ſhould I find the Father??̃ 

Pray what would my Parents fay | 

I ſhould be & filly, 1 ; 
o give my Maidenhead away | 
and lok wy true Love Billy 1 


y, = 


32 * 
| Yo, this would bring me to Diſgrace, 
And therefòre fy you Nay, Sir; 
And if that you would me embrace 
Firſt marry, and then ou may, Sr, 1.4 
I told her I had wedded been | 
. Full Fourteen Years and longer, 
Fi I'd chuſe her for my Queen, 
And tie the Knot more ſtronger, 
She bid me then no farther come, 
But manage my Wedlock 8900 * 
And keep my Purſe for JON Spouſe at Home, 
For ſome other ſhould buy her Barley. 
Then as (wiſt.a#anyRoe -- 
de rode away and left me; 
After her I could not go; 
joy ſhe quite bereft me : 
Thus I myſelf did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly; 
, My Words knock*d all Things out of Joint, 


loft both the Maid and the Barley, 
Riding down a narrow Lan 

Some two or three Hours after, 

There I chanc'd to meet again 
- This Farmer's bonny Daughter : 
Although it was both raw and cold, 

I ſftay'd to hold a Parley, x 
And ſhew'd once oe my Parſe of Gold, 
When ſhe had fold her Barley. 
Love, faid I, pray do not frown, 

III uy Se $1 = 2 
ith Ribbons, Gloves, and Laces, 
A Ring, and Bodkin, Muff, and Fan, 
No Lady ſhall have neater;' 
For, as I am an honeſt Man, 
I neer ſaw a ſweeter Creature. 


— 


Then I took her by the Hand, 5 
And faid, my deateft Jewel, 41 
Why ſhou'd'ſt thou difputing ftands 

I prichee de not cruel, 


a (327 ). 

She found my Mind was fully bent 
To pltaſe my fond Deſire, 

Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, YT 
But I wiſh I'd n&er come nigh her. 


Sir, faid ſue, what ſhall Il do, 
If 1 commit this Evil, 
And yield myſelf in Love with you, 
I hope yau will prove civil? HSE 
You talk of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, 
1 And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure; 
Oh, let me firſt 1 thoſe things, 
And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure.” © - 


Sure thy Will ſhall be obey d, 
Said I, my own dear Honey 3 
Then into her Lap I laid 
Full forty Pounds in — 2 15 
We'll to the Market- Town this Days 
And ſtraightway end this Quarrel, 
And deck thee like a Lady gay - 
In flouriſhing rich Apparel, 


All my Gold and Silver there 
To her I did deliver; 
On the Road we did repair, 
„Till coming to a River, | 
Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide, 
Such Rivers I neer ſaw many; 
She leap'd her Mare on the other Side 
And left me not one Penny. 9 


Then my Heart was ſunk full low, _ _-—_ 
With Grief and Care ſurrounded, N 
After her I could not go, a : 

For Fear of being drowned. 
She turn'd about, and faid, behold, 

Pm not for your Devotion; 
But, Sir, I thank you for your Gold, 
'Twill ſerve to enlarge my Portion. 


F f 2 


2 


began to 2 _ 

Thes ſee —4 — T 

With my —— I tore my P. non 
Like — that e S OH se 


Ge pal Faith, de e 4 4 


But ſhe away full faſt 1 * ts . 199) 
"And vow'd ſhe'd-not . i 
SONG LXXII. A hun 


4 A. Na e 
ay! 93 


! we've x FS Py. Day ! 
The Hounds aye waiting for their OO | 
The Huntſman” Call invites you 
The Huntſman” s Call invites you 
Come in, come in, Boys, while you — 10 
Come in, come in, Boys, while you m. 
The jolly Horn, the roſy Morn, the rofy Mr, 
| 4, Horn, the roſy Morn 
j of deep 2 — 0 
71 52 my 5 are heavenly 5 
Theſe, theſe, * 5, are hogan 


an' Pleaſure — 10 3 


CT . 


4 


The Grave and Sage in ev? ”y 8 

The Grave and, in cry 

Have not nn? to wear the 

Have not in d to 1. 5 

"SON G LXX "RG 

HE Soldier disbanded, and ſorg'd for to beg, 
May ok of hu Wars, and his Suff rings fo 


But tho! ſeam'd Ver with Scars, and with never a 


Leg, 
His Wants te neglef, nor his Courage r 
And the Laſs that is poor INS res 


Is ſent for a Whore, 


With Hemp and d with Hammer to make bet i 
ain 9 
But i Freu k have Money, 
All Honours are done ye, 
A Coward's a Hero, a Whore is a Saint... | 


SONG LXXIV. ee 


E. ; * 8 
In mighty e dwell, / 
F 1 he Beggar lives at 
Within his homely Cell.; 
And a begging we will go, wi 


And a begging we will gu. 


No Taxes oppreſs us, . 
Nor Honours rack our Braio g "ax 

State Maxims ne'er perplex % OV 
Nor Parties * us Pain. 


And a begging, 
Exempt from 411 Duty, 
By Land, or yet by Sea 3 4 
We hope not to command , n 
Nor care much to obey. | 
And a begging, &c. 4 
Whatever we get, 
We ſeldom kee , fore; 
We ſpend it all ay 
o-morrow beg-fer more, 
And a begging, &c. 


We live as we liſt, 
And skulk beneath the Links | 


F . — a Beggar 2 
f ould judge a Beggar's Cauſe, | | 
beg, And a begging, &Cc. Wy 6 WO 
gs ſo Contented when Death | 
Through Age 4 nigh; #18 8 


In Pleaſure thus we 1 
chan Nu. with Pleaſure 12 6 


gard; d a begging, &c. 


0 _— | 


EE 
y.,"* Z N * 8 
F f 9 * A "47 5 * — 
— 4 
LY 
. 
f 


— nmr rr mern nennn — 
— 


* 
| SONG LXXV. There was, br. 
| * ed down the 80, | 


And uſhers i r 
Hbundg: all join · in: glorioms Cry, 
n ande lia lt 
6 upll g. 


The-Hun 
And a bunti 
The Wife 4 her Husband throws. 
| 1 Sas Arms and Wegs his Stay; 
* — it rains, and hails, and ſnows, 
You will not hunt To-day. ; 
But a hunting, &c. f 
A bruſhing Fox in yonder- Wood: 
— 6 find, we ſeeks 
For why, I carry'd ſound and Seed 
A Cartload there laſt Week. 
And a bunting, &c. 
Away he goes, he flies Ge dee, 
Their Steeds all ſpur and ſwitch; 
Some are thrown in, and ſome thrown out, 
And ſome thrown in the Ditch. _ 
[1 But a bunting, &c. 


At — his Strength to Faintneſs. Ven, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes Flight; 

Then hungry homeward we return, 

To feaft away the 2115 f 


| Then a drinking we will 
| SONG SEV See, ſeez, my, Cc. 
| | 1 bs; Nymphs contended for my. Heart, 


With diſſerent Char ms and Grace 
firſt ſold Pudding gy Pies, Pies, 2 Tarts, 
| The ſecond Pins an 
Tze third employ'd herfelf — 
Ihe News three Times a Week, 
| Beſides ev'ry Night 'twas her Delight, 
To cry, d Ox- Cheek. 


„ r / * 


£ — - CD tas 


"© 33: J 

Look, Gods, from your 8 Bowers, 
And guide mo ti che beſt. 

And may my Faculties and Powers 
Of Heart and Mind be bleſt. 

Whilſt thus I cry d, the Gods reply * 
Thy Fate endure thou maſt, 

The Nymph we have coſen for thy Bride, 
Lifts Cinders from the Duſt. 


SONG LX I. What. Man in his 


0 Mutz, 1&0. 
W. Man in his Wien kal wot naher by 
a 


poar, 
n for Lucre his Freedom to give; 
Ever buſy the Means of his Liſe to ſecure, 
And ſo ever negleCting-to live. 


Inviron'd from Morning to Night in a Crowd, 
Not a Moment N or alone; 

Conſtrain'd to be abject „though never ſo proud, 
And at ev'ry one's Fenn but his own. 


Still repining, and longing for each quiet Hour, 
Yet ſtudiouſly flying it ſtill- 

With the Means of N ing his Wiſh in his Power, 
But accurs'd with his Wanting the Will. 


For a Vear muſt be paſt, or a Day muſt be come, 
Before he has Leiſure to reſt; 

He muſt add to his Store this or —— pretty Sum, 
And then he'll have Time to be bleſt. 

But his Gains more bewitching the more they 

inereaſe, i 

Only ſwell che Deſire of his Eye; 

Such a Wreteh let mine Enemp, live if he pleaſe, 
But let not mine Enemy die. 


SONG LXXVIII. Deſpairing beſide; e. 


Y A. — 2 a great wks Fire, 
cullion ſo hungry was lai 
A Pudding was all hungry » 122 


A Kettle ſupported his Head: 


. 


1 Eg 


The Hogs, that were fea by the Houſe, | 


10 his Sighs with a Grunt did reply; 
And a Gutter, that car'd not a Louſe, 
EF Ran mournfully muddily by. ; 
| But when it was ſet in a Diſh, - 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
1 * it does water and wiſh; 
think it had better been-fry'd. 
The Butter around it was ſpread, ; 
as as prone as a Prince in his Chair : 
Oh ! could I but eat it, he ſaid, 
The Proof of the Pudding lies there. 
How fooliſh was I to believe 
It was made for ſo homely a Clown: 
Or that it would have a Reprieve, | 
From the dainty fine Folks of the Town! 
Could I think that a Pudding ſo fine 
Could ever uncaten remove? 
We labour that others may dine, 

And live in a Kitchen of Love. 
What though at the Fire Pve wrought, 
Where Puddings do broil and do fry? 

| Rough Part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by? 
Ak! Colliz thou muſt not be firſt ! 
Thy Knife and thy Platter reſign 
There's Mang vet will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her Turn is ſooner than thine, 
And you my Companions { dear, 
& Who forrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
= Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
| Forbear at a Pudding to rail; 
Though thro? all the Rooms I ſhall rove, 
[is vain from my Fortune to go, 
ie its Fate to be often above, 
8 *Tis mine for to want it below. 
If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In your Breaſt any Pity be found, 
Ye Servants that early do dine, 
Come ſte how Ilie on the Ground. 


| 


"333 
Ihen hang up a Pan — ä 4 


N 5 * Lak. 
nd fay, when you grieve at my- 
Poor Gollin lov'd Putding too Well. 
Then back to your Meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in'your Difhes ſo prim, 
Where Sauce in the middle does flo 
And Flowers are ſtrew'd on the Brim 
Whilſt Collin, forgotten and gone, 
By the Hedges ſhall diſmal ly rove, 
Unleſs when he ſees the round Moon, 
He thinks on a Puddirg above. 


SONG LXXTX. | On, on, my dear, e. 
02 on, my dar Brethren, e the great Lecture 
Hig 


- 


4 And refine on 3 — ; 
8b Honour to Maſons the Craſt daily brings 
To thoſe Brothers wy nces, and Fellows of Hou. 5 

We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the Kage, 
And reviv'd the dd Arts of Auguſtus fam d Age 5 
And Veſpaſian deſtroy'd the na Temple in vain, 


Since ſo many now riſe under Montague's Reign. 
The noble five Orders, compos'd with ſuch Art, 

Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, and _ whole Heart; 

Proportion, ſweet Harmony, gracing the whole, 

Give our Work, like the gi eie, a Soul. 

Then Maſter and Brethren, preſerve your great Name, 
This Lodge ſo majeſtic ſhall ; aſs — He 3 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand till all Nature * 5 
And its Glories ne er fade, till the World is on Fire, 

See, ſee, behold here what rewards. all our Toil, 
— our Genius, and makes Labour ſwile: 

0 our noble Grand- Maſter let à Bumper be crown'd, 
To all Maſons a Bumper, ſo let it go round, 
Again, my lov'd Brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our cory firm Union _—— a Glaſs 
And all the Contention *mong ft Maſons ſhall be, 
Fe better can work, oy wade better ares | 


334 


| $ONG LXXX. Of an Wirld's, ke. 


On. the World's Enjoyments 


hat ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our Employments 
* Fiſhing can compare: 
— — , ſome write, 
—— "ome fight, 


'1 All go wn palin ucre courting 3 


t Fiſhing ſtill 
Bears off the Bell, 
For . or for $ rin 


70 The bis 2 


T keep ont Cold at Sea. | 
The Country — lives Running 
we 


A Pack of well-mouth'd Hounds ; 
Another tancies Gunning - 
For wild Ducks in his Grounds : 
This hunts, that fow 
This hawks, Dick bowls, 


;| No , =o Pleafure wiſh; ing: 


But Tom, that tells 
What Sport excels, 


Lives all the Praiſe to Fiſhing, 


Then who, &c. 


1 N Weſt js Gammon 


counted dainty Fare, 


But what is that to Salmon- 


Jult taken from the Ware? 
Wheat-Ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes, an Rayls, - 


Are Bur while Seaſon's laſting 3 B 


t all muſt ſtoop 
To Craw-filh Soop, 


Or Pve no Skill in taſting. R 
| Then 2% &e. 


3 — ER 


ah t 335 ) 
Keen Hunters always take to ; 
Their Prey with too much Pains; 
| Nay, often break a Neck tog, | 
A Penance for no Brains : _ 
They run, they leap,. 
Now high, now deep; 
WhilR he, that fiſhing chuſes, 
With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay, more to boot, 
May entertain the Muſes. 
Then who, &c. 
And tho' ſome envious Wranglers 
To jeer us will make bold, 
And laugh at patient Anglers, 
Who itand fo long in the Cold: 2. 
They wait on Miſs, 
We on this, 
And think it eaſy Labour; 
And if you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Holland Neighbour, 
Then who, &c. | 


SONG LXXXI. Away, Kc. 
_ A WAY ye brave Fox-hunting Race, 
Away, away to a Burn Chaſe 
et Aſhton Park alone to Day, 
For here will be the royal Play : ; 
See yonder's the Covert, to Horſe let's be going, 
Throw, throw off the Finders then, honeſt nn 


0 * - 5 

Away ye brave, &c. [Beagles Sund. 
Unkennel quick, yon blaky Ground, 
They'll >. A Nach for fifty Pound; 
Hark, hark to Soundwwell, that's a noble 
Croſs him, ye jolly Lads, heux, heux the * 
The Fox has broke Covert, let none lag behind, 
We've had an Entappeſſe, ſhe runs up the Wind; 


i 
| 
4 
j 


- They'll make her 


356 ) 
| Of with the Chaſe Hounds hos, SET 
Now, the agar ſhew. 
Let Lilly — 2 run 5 
Hate an * 
0 — — 

Pompey and Gallant, low dem on. 

Spur, fo a, and then away, o'er Hedges, and 
itches, 

Without Tear of Necks, or Bw. f your Breeches: 


Blow a Retrea mos b -antivee, tivee, 
tivee, 

If he runs down the Wind ſhe may. chance to de- 
ceive ye; 


A Recheat, a Recheat, Tivee, t tivee, tivee, | 
Pox on't re baul ks, for e d. 155 : 


© The Vixen juſt now earth'd, fee here's the Hole : - 


Put in the Tarriers, faith 'tis ſo, 

She's crept at leaſt five Yards below z 

They're working, hark, and lay at her fo well 
bolt, cho“ *twere as deep as ell $ 

Tis done, tis done, ſhe's ſnapp'd, ſhe's kill” 

Hollow brave Boys then from the Field, - 

And jolly Huntſman blow poor Nn Knell. 


SONG LXXXII. 1 9 8 


[| Vr na e 


Proclaim a 
Since Waters x df 4a * Waters Ta _ 
ay. 


Te ner had more Cauſe 


London Tow thee Þ bat come down, 
"terry ans, e 


Weta en ther Does ar rg, 


you may be cur'd wit hot Danger or Charge, 
. 0 Vomit, no Potion, no Pi 


Re e, 
pas Renee * 
I jul eig hu try ons of theſe: oh 


* 


"337 
"tis cal d the 

. , and make 1 

well 


* 
7 
— 
* 
” 


& 
N > 


the Morning you need ot be rob dof your Ref, 
Fel ar ware bad this ? 2h warts be 9 
* in the taking ſome 3 

The Mation"s ſo pleaſant you camnt ' 


SONG LXXXIIl. That al Men are, &, 


1 told us, then they were grown mel=: 


, _ 
That jupiter was a fantaſtical Fellow, © 
He hr rote and thunder, and wheedle and bellow, 
Which no Body can deny, deny, which no Body 
can deny, | N 
- , G g 


» «4A 
«4 _ 2 
A «+ 
NY: — 

— A, 
wh 


SY 


* 


. 


Then 7 fair fo the "1 
"Which no Body ean Geng, 66. 


IG 


Thos front, fr 8 
no Body can d 


Which 7 Gr. 25 : i 


J for as clever a cornnted Pair, 
. 


Or at Brentford, r Rumford, or 4vy Horn-Exir. 
Tho? I take it for granted, that wothi 
Thats T dns ali. 
at 4 - 0r'a 4 
| Which ms Body can — 2 ___ 
Alexander, win A full many a Foe, | 
; 6, Hercules, e 88 know, 
Were fins of this Jove, tho" wot by Juno, 
Which no Body can deny, SS. 
0 But as the prolifical Varthe wore off, 
| His am*rous Feats-made all the World laugh, | 
| F 
| Which no Body can deny, &c. x 
| ; 7 a Ho T4 > 
| 


Diogenes 3 HD 

For bt Ver le ker, = 
He was bers in a H Fla Houſe, 

Which no 2 5 72 


Let a Concert of — og 


C 202, 1b Rane 
n no Body can deny, * ne no Body | 
can deny. N 
SONG LXXXIV. Toma ah Tobers 
W all. or fond Diverſions, 


unter is the 
In 5 — wt Wars and Pa A 
t Sport has ſtood 2 
Ante Ht Ds I end Hain we | 


Of Nimrod and 12 Eſau, 
What gallant Feats they tell > | 
On Foot oe follow'd Hunti 4; 25M 

They lov'd the Sport ſo w | 

And a Hunting, &c. 

O had'ſt thou, brave A Faun, 

But minded more thy Game, 
Thou ne' er had'ſt paid 7 dearly 


F or in A ———— Thet ſame, 
e &c. 


Diana 1 — 4 
e Pride of Female Race, p 
prager d to amorous fooling - | 
The Pleaſures of the Chace, 
And A Hunting, &c. - 
Orion, fooliſh Hunter, 
Lur'd by a Petticoat, 
In the mid Chace he loitter'd,. 
And ſo his Fate he got, 
And a Hunting, &c. 


"PI. 7 


| a Hunting, te. Tr 
And hence it is we Hunters vid Dt MP DOTE L 

Ne'er break a Leg rA m 0 Þ1 4 | 
For this our Fellow $ d- 1 flir 
Frotects us all from 5 | 


7 wag 
a Laing, &. , 


T £ 


1 e 
248 Sure 


E 
Ci am ve an 
Her Highneſs ne'er had ſolacd 

| racy wry friendly Cave, 


Euripides, bad Hunting 
Been lov'd but like thy Books 
The Hounds had not devour'd thee, 
They know a Sportman's Looks, 

And a Hunting, &. 


If, Friend, you're call'd a Hunting, 
Throw all your Books afile, 
(Tis Horace thus adviſes) _ 
And mount your Horſe, and ride, 
And a Hunting, &c. 
Action cures the Vapours, 
1h Effect of Lazy S. N 


— 


e Sport of hunting renders 
Days ſo ſweet and 
kes us better reliſh 
Our Glaſſes and a Song, 


And a Hunting, &c. 


Our Laws, prohibit Hunting 
To the Pleibeian Race, 
bel royal Sports devale, 
| royal Sports 3 
And a — g ID 
The Britiſh Kings are Hun 
And frequent in the Cheen? | 
"They fear, no more than wok 
A Weather-beaten Face. 
And 4 Hunting 5 &c. | 
Then fill! a ſparkling > 
PII take it off with glee, —- 
To all Brother Hunters, 
In Courſe his Majeſty, 


And a Hunting, &. wk 4 | 
SONG LXXXV. London is a fineTnon, | 


London is a dainty Place, 
A great and gallant City 
For all the Streets are pav'd with Gold, 
And all the Folks are witty, 3 


And there's your Lords and Ladies fine, 
That ride in Coach and Sixz - 
That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 
And talk of Politicks. 
And there's your Beaus with powder'd Cloaths, 
Bedaub'd from Head to Chin 
Their Pocket-Holes adorn'd with Gold, 
But not one Sous within, 
And there's the Engliſh Actor goes 
8 Hungry — God 0 
While Heaps o are d wot, 
On — Farrinelli. / a 
And there's your Da of dainty Fra 
© With Skins 85 white 3s Milk * * 
ev'ry n ments 
Of Satin and of Silk. 25 wes | 
| 8 8 3 — 


Aud if your Minds be ſo inclin*d, | 
To have them in your Arms ; - 
Pull out a handſome Furſe of Gold, 
I bey ean't reſiſt its Charms. = FE 


SONG LXXXVI. Sine now the, &cc. 


Ince now the World's turn*d Upfide down, 
BD And all Thing — * in Nature; 
8it a were newly grown, 
We had the fame Creator: Fo oc; 
Of ancient Modes and former Ways, 
* teach you, Sirs, _ * — 3 
our 's golden Days, 
When — of Honour. 
I bad an aneient noble Seat, 
Tho now its come to Ruin; | 
I Where Mutton, Beef, and ſach good Meat, 
tt In th* Hall were dail ring . 
= Of humming Beer my Cellar full, 
| I was the yearly Donor 5 5 ET 
Where toping Knaves had many a Pull, 
When was Dame of Honour. 


My Men of home-ſpun honeft Greys 

| d Coats and comely Badges 

= They wore no dirty ragged. Lace, 
| Nor cer complain*d for Wages: 

= For gaudy Fringe and Silks o' th* Town, 
| I fear'd no threat*ning Dunner 3 | 

But wore a decent Grogram Gown, 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 


I never thought Cantharides . - 
- Ingredient good in Poſſet ; | 
Nor ever ftripp*d me to my Stays, | 
= To play the Punk at Baſſet; 
n Ratafca ne“ er made Debauch, 
| Nor reep d like toping Gunner; 
Nor let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 
When I was Dame gf Honour. 


1 aan preſerv*d my Maiden Fame, 


In Spite of Oaths and Lying; 
Tho' many a long chinn'd Youngfter came, 
And fain would be en Joying. . 
My Fan, to guard my Lips, I kept, 
rom 8 lewd O'er- runner; 


And many a Roman Noſe I rapp*d, 


When I was a Dame of Honour, 
My curling Locks Inever bought 
f Beggars dirty Daughters ; 
Nor prompted by a wanton Thought, _ 
Above Knee ty'd my Garters, | 
I never glow'd with painted Pride, 
Like Punk when the De' il has won her; 
Nor prov*d a Cheat to be a Bride, : 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 
My Neighbours ſtill I treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me; 
The Poor too always Welcome found, 
Whoſe Prayers did ſtill endear me. 


Let therefore who at Court would be 


No Churl, nor 55 no Fawner, 
Match in old Hoſpitality 
Queen Beſs's Dame of Honour. 


SONG LXXXVII. The Milk-Maid. 


E Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, 
V That love green Fields and Woods 
When Spring, newly blown 
Herſelf does adorn : 
With Flowers and blooming Buds; 
Come ſing in the Praiſe, 
Whilſt Flocks do graze, 


In yonder pleafant Vale; 


Of thoſe that chuſe, 
| Their Sleep to loſe, 
And in cold Dews, 
With clouted 5 
Do carry the Milking-Pail. 


s | 


* 


| 
| 
| 


heres fo Mulking Pail / 


The Goddeſs of the Mon 


With Bluſhes they. adorns 


And take the freſh Air, 

Whilſt Linnets Foam, 
A Concert on each 

'The Blackbird and I hruſh, 

On ny 


And the c 
"ba 1 — do firain, 
r 1 hroats 
To entertain | 
The jolly Train 
That carry the Milking-Pail._ 
When cold bleak Winds do Wir, 


2 Flowers ring no 8 
Fields 4 — - 2 


| t and 
| By W and green "= 


Oh how the Town Lafs 
Looks with her white "uy 


| And her Lips of deadly pale! 


But it is not ſo 

With thoſe that go 

Thro” Froſt and Snow, 

With Cheeks that glow ! 
| To carry the Milking-Pail, 


Ihe Miſs of courtly Mould 
T Adorn'd with Pear — 3 Gold, 


With Waſhes and Paige 
Her Skin does ſo taint, 


| She's wither'd before ſhe's old : 


Whilſt ſhe in Commode, 
Puts on a Cart-Load, 


| And with Cuſhions plumps] her Tail ; ; 


What ſoys are found 
1 . Ko 
um roun 
And Wert + and ſand, G 


— 


arming Nightingale, 


a * 


The Girls of 5. » Game, 
a RET 2, EI 


* Wſch Cola — 1 wi RPA 5 0 
ake Lovers ag Und an 
If Men were ſo wiſe; © 
To value the Price, 
2 
t Store _ =_ 3 
Would daub e ſees | 
2 — | rt oi 
y following t 43 37 4 
That carry the Milking-Pail youu 5 5 
The _ Lad is free © By ft aſſes | 
From 23 Jeslouff, * 


Het is To ſeen IE. th 
With his Laſs upon his Knee z 2 
With Kiſſes moſt 3 0 
He does her 
And ſwears ebe ne er 2 dale: ? 
Whilft the 


95 
12 


SONG LXXXVIII. Lilkbullers. 
HE Modes of the Court ſo common are grown: 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
rien endihip for Int'reſt is but a Loan, 
wh ich they let out for what they can get. 
Lis true you find 
Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who will * good Counſel chenflve 


Sa 7 ; 2 | 
[ FONG LEXXIX. Cone, Neighours A 
en bours, now os made our Hay, 


2 Wea, 
ves to the 
With Sports conelude the Day: 
Let ev*ry Man chooſe out his Laſs, 
And then falute her on the Gram; 
— when you find | 
e's coming kind, 

Let not that Moment — | | 
Chor. Well tofs o car Bowls ts tins Love . | 
J oll kind Gi, and the Lord of the Manor. 
At Night when round the Hall were fat, 
[i With good brown Bowls, _ 

To chear our Souls, | 

it And raiſe a merry Chat; 
lf When Blood grows warm, and Love mn 
i on Jokes — the Table fly, 

| Then we retreat, 
| And that repeat bn 
| Which 7 would glad! wy 
Chor. We'll toſs off aur. Baal, &c. 


_- 


7 9 ſuch n HI give 

That times we do revive, 

| And kiſs our Dames 
Than any Prince alive. 

1} Chor. Well . 
PD all kind Girls, and the Lord of the Mano. 


SONG Cx. Wincheſter Wedding. 
| e 


The like was never ſee 
ixt luſty Ralph of Re 


And bony bla Bis of of the Green, 5 


2 


Yo 


r, 
. 


7 


Fidlers w were crowding debbie 26 
TheFi Laſt was as fine as 4 
There was a hundred, and more, 


For all the Country came in; 


k Robin led fair, 
10 look*d 1 7 LRV o“ "th* Vale 2 
And ruddy- he's Harry 1 ted 2 
And Roger led bouncing" Nell, 
With Tommy came ſmilin 1. 15 
He help'd her over the Stile, 


Ard, 20 the was none. © krete * 1. 
19 ng: ng. Mik.: , 20 don N 
dee 


5 — . oy to 123 


But 7 atty | 
Fo Jooking b. KN rr, 8 
Thus merrily Sachs 


3 5 1 to the 


retty-fac'd Nancy 
ke faire of l the Throng , 


The Bridegroom came out to meet eie | 


Afraid the Dinner Was ſpoil'd, 


And'uſher'd 'em in to treat e 
With bak*d, and roaſt'd, ve 


n The Lads were frolick and jo 


For each had his Love by Py Side; 
But Willy was melancholy 
For x4 had a Mind to the 3 


Then Phil p begins her Heal 
And turns a Beer Glaſs 725 his Thumb, 


But Jenkin, Was reckon*d 
The beſt i in Chriſtendom, 


And now they had din*d advancin 
Into the Maat of the Hall, s 
The Fidlers ſtruck up for dani 
And Feremy led up "the Ball ; 
But Maygery kept her rter, 
A Laſs that was proud of herPelf, 
*Cauſe Arthur had ſtol'n her Garter 
And ſwore he would tie it ic himſelF; 


Dr inking, 


all, 
Bride. Houſe along, 


Pa 


| She firuggl!d, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 
And ready with Anger Jer - 4, 
F *Cauſe Arthur, in tying her Garter, 
| Had ſlipped his Hand too high. - 
And now for throwing the Stocking, 
 epytbe Bride away was ledg x | 
| room got drun was knocking |» 
or Candles to wr Ne Bed. | 
But Robin, finding him filly, | 
Moft friendly took him afide, - 
The while that his Wife with Willy 
Was playing at Hooper*s-hide, 
And now the warm Game begins, 
1 The critical Minute was come. 
And chatting, and billing, and kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the Room. | 
| Pert was kind to Betty, 0 
: , lithe as 1 Spring; 
Tommy was 10 to "* 
And wedded her with a Ruſh Ring. 
A ws 1 that danc*d with a Cuſhion, 24 
* Hour om the R * gone; 
| Barnaby knew, by Bluthing, 
That ſome other Dance had Doin done, 
And thus of Fifty fair Maids, 
That came to the Wedding with Men, 
Scarce Five of the Fifty were left ye, 
That ſo did return Home again. 


sONG XCI. The Gofips. 


WO Goſſi s hey merrily met, 

| At Nine in a Morning Gul ſoon; - 
And they were reſolve\ for a Whet, 
>  Toweep their ſweet Yoices in Tune. 
Away to the Tavern they went; 

2 Here I vary and proteſt, | 
That I have a Crown yet N | 

© Come let us have a Cup of the deft, 


4.22 I 


And I have another, perhaps, © ng! 
A Piece of the very fame Sort, 
© Why ſheuld we fit thrumming of Cape, 
© Come, Drawer, and fill us a Quart! 
And let it be Liquor of Life, 1 
Canary, or ſparkling Wine 
For I am a buxom young Wife, 12 2 
I love to go gallant and fine. cy 


The Drawer, as blyth as a Bird, 5 
Came Skipping with Cap in his Hand, 5 1 
© Dear Ladies, I give you my Word, 3.0 
* The beft ſhal be $6 Your Command ; 

rt of Canary rew ; 

Jour filtd up a Glaſs and begun, 
Here Goſſips, a Bumper to you, bh 

I'll pledge you, Girl, were it a Tun 


And, pray Rn did'nt you hear 
© The common of the Town, Bee LE Ret 
© A *Squire of Five hundred a Year . _ 
© Is-marcy*d to Doll of the Crown :- ',-. - | 
A draggle tail'd-Slut, on my Word, © 5 
Her Cloaths hang and foul ; 33 
© In Truth he would fain have a Bird, 
hat would give a Groat foran Owl: | 


© And ſhe had a Siſter laſt Near; a 
© Whoſe Name they call'd alloping | 


F 


© She'd take up a Straw with her 
© I warrant her right as my Leg 
© A Brewer he got her with Child, 
© But e' en let them brew as they bake 3 
In i 
But PII neither meddle nor make. e 


Nor I, Goſſip Joan, by my Troth, MP 2:0 e 
6 Tho', ber ih ve been told. 
She ſtole ſeven Tards of broad Cloth, , .; 

„FF ! / 


: 


: 


| "30 
A Smock and a new Pair of Shoes, 
© A flouriſhing Madam was ſhe 3 
© But Margery told me the News, | 
© And apo tryed 


We was ata oP ng Cl 
Where we had 2 ing Op 
* of humming Liquor, firong — 1 Þ 
our Husband's Name' there it was up, 
c F or bearing a Four Sway 
All Neighbaurs his Valour have ſeen ; 
© For he isa C-kold * "LE 
; © A Conſtable, Goſſip, I mean, 
Dear Goſſſp, a Slip of the Ton 
© No Harte was intended in Mind: 5 
© Chance Words they will mingle among 
Our others we commonly find. 
© TI hope you won't take it amiſs 
No, no, that were Fouy in uss 
And if we perhaps. wo 
« Pray what are our, the worſe # 


SONG XCII. ung Orpheus, &c. 


Ong ens tickled his Harp ſo well 
228 fair Eaydice 2 of Hell, ? | 

ith, a Iwinkum, TWarkum, T * 
Had ſhe been honeſt, as ſhe. was fai 
is a ws reds Wander ſhe &er came ther, 
|; 4 Twinkum, TWankum, Twang. 
But tis to be fear'd ſhe praw'd a Scold, 
Tis to be fear'd, tis to be ſear d ſhe proy d a Scold, 
And the the Devil had got her, 
And therefore the Devil had got ber In bald: 
But for Fear ſhe: ſhould all Hell with her 


T 
The Devil releaſid-hes. for an ela Song 
But could I get id of my cold © well, . 
* e — forever in Hell. 
th a Twinkuw, ry Me: 


SONG XCHI, Of all al! the Orb, tee. 


F all the Toaſts that Britain boaſts, '* 
() The Gim, the Gent, the Jolly, 
Brown, the Fair, the Debonair, . 


There's none cry d up like Polly  . 
She'as fir d the Town, has quite cut down 
The Opera of Roll; | 
Go where you will, the Subject ſtill 
Is pretty, pretty Polly. 
There's Madam Fanſtino Catſo, 
1 = Madam Catfogi, 
ewiſe Signor Sengſino, 
"men ge hat mi fa, 
A re mit a * ; 
Ate now but Farce and Folly ! 


We're raviſh'd all with tol, lol, lol, 
1 And pretty, pretty Polhy. 
The Sons'of Bays, in Lyric Play 
i. N= * und forth ber Fame iy Pres, 
& And as we paſs, in Frame and Glaſs 
cet We ſee her Mezzotinto : 
In 1 the City Strain | 
s more on ſtrait-lac'd Dolly; | 
And all the Brights at Mar's and White's, 
Of nothing talk but Polly. 
Ah Gay, thy lucky Play, _ SY 
N uad. che Oriticks rin * 55 SENG 
any = I ay 5 2 "tis * 
ut let them laugh that win- a: 
col I fear Parblen, tis naif and new, 
i Ill Nature is but Folly, 
vith her!! I has lent a Stitch to Rent of Rich, 
2 And ſet up Madam Po. 28 1 
Ah! tuneful Fair, beware, beware, ; > 
AC Nor toy with Star and Garter ; 5 
„Fine Cloaths may hide a foul Inſide, 
BS, 4 And you may catch R 
| 2 


- 1 


\x If powder'd Feb dow - 
| Ther [4 make you me — bY 
to rot, you'll die * 
Alas! alas! poor Polly,” ” 7 


i SON XCIV. What, the? 1 am, , be, 


HAT, tho* [ am a Tg, Dame, | 
And lofty Looks: Lbear-as e 
I carry ſure as good a Name, 8 
As thoſe who Ruſſet wear a. | 
What, though my Cloaths are rich Brocades, 
y Skin it is more white-g, 
Than any of the Country Mails, 
That in the Fields delight-a. 


What, though I to Aſſemblies go, 
And at the 9 ra ſhine a?; 
Ie is a Thing all Girls muſt do, 
That wil be Ladies fine-a. 
And when I bear Fauſtina ſing 
| 3 ——4 King and . a, 
es are upon the Win 
To fe if Iam be. e 
My Pekoe and Imperial Tea. 
1 85 ht me in r 
t Noon n, and ti Py = 
Tables adorn 2, 3 
The bonn ing then does me invite, 
+ play at at dear Quadrille-a: _ | 
And ſure in this there's more Delight, 
Than in a purling Rill-as,- , 


Then ſince my Fortune does allow,, 
PI live juſt as I pleaſe- a; 
Tell never milk my Father's Cow, | 
Nor preſs his coming Cheeſe-a; 1 
But take my Swing both Night and Day, 
l' m ſure it is no Sin- a; 
And as for LINE hes ar, 
I value nota in, | Toy 


- 


4 


SONG XCV. When firſt I jaw, See. 


Ir ſo oſt in Tears? 
Wh P . * 


or thy bold Son of 1 hunder ? 


Have Patience till we ve conquer”d 


Ladies like ſuch Plunder. 


Before Toulon thy Yoke-Mate lies, 

Where all the live-lon Night he 
or thee in louſy Cabbin : 

And tho? the Captain's Chloe 


'Tis I, dear Billy, prithee riſe —— | 


He will not t the Drab in, 
But ſhe the cunning” ſt alive, 


* 2 the readieft Way to ehelve, 


Female Bounties : 


And if hf be but kind one Night, 
She vows he ſhall be dubb'd 4 «Knight, 


When ſhe is made a Counteſs. 


Then tells of ſmooth young | Pa 
Caſhier*d, and of their Liv'ries 
Who late to Peers belonging; 


AA Edt | 
4 | 


. 


e - 
= 


ef 


are 2 


Are n now compell'd to krudge : 


With | 
To fave their Lady *s longing. 


But Fol the Eunuch 2 de 
A colder Cavalier than he, 


In all ſuch Love W : * 


becauſe-they would not drudge, 17 


Then pray do dear Molfy take TIRE, ts | 
Some Ghriftian Vacs and & not break 


== conjugal Indentures. 
Bellair ! who does not Bellaiy know 


The Wit, the Beauty, and ts Bea, 


Gives out, he loves you d 


* 
And many a Nymph attack d with $i „. 
And foft At ce and Noiſe * 


Full oft has deak a Parr, 
; AI 


; <p f 4 
— * iir 
4 * . 


5 * n 


[ 


7 - 
* d 
W 
. 
is 
1 


Enſt 


Chor. Enobled by the Name 


Chor. 4 


( 354) 
come with am*rous Serenade, 
Soon from the Window rate him: 


But if Reproof will not prevail, 
And he perchapce attempt to ſcale, 


Diſcharge the Jordan at him. 


SONG XCVI. Hail Maſonry, &c. 
AIL Maſonry, thou Craft divine ! 
Glory of Earth, from Heaven reveal'd 
hich doth with Jewels precious ſhine, _ 
From all but Maſons Eyes conceal' d. 
or. Thy Praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
In ner vais Proſe, or flowing Verſe d 


As Men from Brutes diftinguiſh'd are, 


A Maſon other Men excells ; 
For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells. 
Chor, His filent Breaſt pa: faithful Heart 
' — Preſerve the Secret of the Art. wikis 


From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold, 


From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends: 

From the Affaults of Warriors bold, | 
The Maſon's Art Mankind defends. 

Chor. Be to this Art due Honour paid, 

From which Mankind rece:ve ſuch Aid. 

of State, that feed our Pride, 

Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 

By Maſons true are laid afide,, _ 

Art's free-born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain, _ 


Diftinguiſh'd by the Badge they wr. 
Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free, 
Friendly Converſe;of Brotherhood; 
The Lodge's laſting Cement de, 
Which has for Ages firmly ſtood. 


e thus built, . ts 5 
ed, and will ever Mk. 


&c. 
Id s 


SONG XCVII. TheEarth'sMition provid: 


ous Blades, with Roſes crown'd,. , 
Ho quaff bright Nectar at its Spring; ; 
iſpute not if the Eart goes round, 
But hear a thirſty Poet ſing. | 
e * 
hear a thirſty Poet fing 
All take your Glaſſes, charge them hi be 
Let Bumpers, ſwiftly, Bumpers chaſe, 
Each Man drink fifty, ſoon they'll mn 
The Earth whee round with rapid Pace. g 


80 N G . Bacchanatian' s 
Ha Neptune, wher ff be tok Charge of the 


as wiſe at leaſt been as merry, as 
have dg Latter ent, and, e of bi Brine, 
Would have fill d the vaſt Ocean with governs Wi--n, 
Would have filPd, &c. 


2 de would have been an the Main, | 
For the Liquor as well as for Gain. 
The Min ner ri, hy ard ys . 

es ne er they are 

The Fiſhes, Sc. 
Had this been the Caſe what had we 


Our Spi L bb or kg e % £2 Sf 


A Por the then on 5 tune, when *tras in his Pow? 55 
To ſlip, like a Fool, ſuch a fortunate Hour, 
10 ſlip, Se. | 


SONG XCIX. Moore. coaxing Mauna 


linda. 


Y the Beer as brown as Berry 
By the Cyder and the em? 
hich ſo oft has made us merry, 
With a Hy-down, Ho-down, derry. 
With a Hy-down, &c, 


$i 


8 | 


j : 
— * Maxxabrnds's Fil remain, be, 
True Blue will Lover fan, 


indes Il remain, 


| SONG C. Lone riturid. 


D Men belov'd, how ſoon we're mov d! 
| How eafily they perſwade ! 
| They pr un b. eo > 

us ſo, who can | 
or who wou'd die a Maid > or 
$| Males for Females Heav'n , 
S0 * _ 8 ee 

e makes Love to me, 
Shall find PH 5 fond as he, I” 
Shall find 11 be as fond as he. 
A tender Maid, at firſt tho“ ſtaid, 
When once ſhe thinks of Love, 
When. once ſhe thinks of Love, 
Will freely own that Lying alone, | 
Is what ſhe cann't L 85 
þ 2 ' when young eats then the ſweeteſt, 
| the gayeſt and the neateſt, 
[| When they're young 69, Ki then. the beg 
When they're young kits“ n | 
Wen reps young kiſs'4, kiſs the belt 
SONG Cl. Debtors Welcome to their 
| | Brother, © 


4 


| | 
|| 
| 
{| 


[| 
| 
l 
| 


Dare to ſhew their frightfu! Face, 

I But, kind Sir, as you're a — | 

. Down your Garniſh you m bs, 
Hor your Coat will be in Danger, < 


= 


| | n 5 
Ne er repine at your Conũnemene 
From your Children or your Wiſe, 
Wiſdom lies in true Refignment, -— 
Thro? the various Scenes of Life; 
Scorn toſhew the leaft Reſentment, - 
Tho? beneath the Frowns of Fate, 
 Knaves and Beggars find Contentment, 
Fears and Cares attend the Great. 


Tho' our Creditors are ſpightſul, 

And reſtrain our Bodies here, 
Uſe will make a Goal delightful 1 
Since there's nothing elle to fear, 
Every Hland's but a'Prifon, -. - - i 

Strongly guarded by the Sea, Rl 
Kings and Princes for that Reaſon, 22 
Priſoners are as well as we. >” HM 


What was it made great Alexander © 
Weep at his unfriendly Fate, | 99 

'Twas uſe he could not wander „ 
Beyond the World's ſtrong Priſon Gate: 

For the World is alſo bounded, dl. | 
By the Heavens and Stars above 

Why ſhould we then be confounded, 

Since there's nothing free but Love. 


SONG Cl. Y lovefick Mind, &c. 

heir Y lovefick Mind, what Tranſport mov "> 
*T was bleſs*d beyond Compare, N 

hen lovely Sachariſs prob“ ꝶgt 5 


wh 
— 2 — oe ˙ 


As kind as ſhe is fair. | 
sf Joon on her ſoft Hand I hung, "WP, 
we nd caught the melting Accents from her Tongue, 


The more I gaz'd on that fair Face 
I more and more admit” | | | | 
For flili ſome new diſcover'd Grace © 
Ay My raptur'd Boſom fi1'd ; | Mm 
ff Happy we fat, and talk*d, and lov'd, | 
. I figh'd, and woo'd, and kiſt, and ſhe appro d. 


14 


—— — 
— 


äkpV—d—U— — ——ßœ—q/ʒꝗ . — 4 — F Oc I Na — — — — 0 _ 


« ++... 2 
— DOE — 
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1 
; 


. 8 38 — Nee 
Wing 


lj 


Wi \ And pal the _ Evenings! in Pleafare away. 


T Pole, 
I turn*d to her the Magnet of my Soul. 


43 . cooohgatbeny 


With equal Ardour bu 
Like mine, no longer dreads to parts 
Nor Love for mine returns : 
Grant me, ye Gods, if ſach there be, 
A Nymph more conſtant, not leſs fair than ſhe. 


SONG cm. 'The Relief. 


'd no more ſhall give me Grief, 
or an ious Cares 22 8 Soul $ 
2 — no more ſhall give me G 
anxious Cares oppreſs bel my Soul 


rowns em in a fl Bowi, 
wit erous Bacchus brings Relief, 
And drowns tos ina fowſhg Bow . 


—_ thy Sco now deſpiſe, 
Thy boaſted ] Shy I Swe 4 
This takes the 4 from thy Eyes, 
And makes it ſparkle in my own. | 


$ONG CIV. Cato's Ain. 


HAT Cato adviſes, | 4 
certainly wiſe is, 


| 


"BE Moſt certai 
1 Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play; 


10 mingle ſweet Pleaſure 
| With Scarch after Treaſure, 
Indulging at Night far the Teils of the Day. 


And while the dull Mifer, 
Eſteems himſelf wiſer 


His 1 dy increaſe, he his Health will decay 1 


oe s we enlighten , 
Our Fancies we bn ghten, 


> 


With ä Fair each height Bumper 4 


a Tas 7; ae 
2 us Venus deli us, 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd. 


See er re's our a oy 


now no Ambi 


Fel wes: there's good Wine ve de goo! Company 


Thus ha ppy together, 
In Spight Ty Wes cher, f 
Sunſhine and Summer with us | the Year round. 


SONG CV. Jenny the Pedlar and amo- = 
rau Jockey. 
C W. kei — | Dy Soul was charm'd, 1 


blith, ſo blith-and 
Heart aid 1 4 being 9 2 e 


That I to Fockey nought, nought could 


At laſt I Courage Paſſion qui quite Godly) 
And to'd the bony £24k his Charms 1 felt, 


a= * me Fen i with a 9 : 
_ | 
SONG CVLI. Th Raver. 

H 8 = W 9 F ; 

W. Would fi long in vains 


- 


in , — A 14 70 
Wou'd endure an Age of Pain: f | 
Idly toyin | "a 
Ne'er enjo 4 
Pleas'd wi . 
Fond of Ruin * 
Made the Martyr of Bicgaia, 


Made the Martyr N 


14 


| 


1 ove — (2086 over 414 
EE | thera warms ;z 2 
f Fond bleſfing ev'ry Lover, 


Frankly ring all her Charms: 
lever ying, 
Still eomplying, 


-$SONG-CVIL - = Aubgy. 

Fe. not, my Dear, 
Nor be ſe "_ 

| Becauſe I did Crinus Kiſs; DR ONS dr, 

For all the — 


Was Ce omplement, * * i 1 
And truly nothing elſe but TY 
| 0 ſingle harm, 

8s can warm, 

Like x yours my whole devoted Heart; 9 
She cann't ſubdue, PLL 
My Soul like you, K. #3 
lor fuch Celeftial Joy impart. e 
eee e,, 
I In ſuch a Caſe, Fares 5 A 
! 'þ w miſinterpret my Defign g- zn 


For I averr, 


1 . e be © © 1 
SONG CVIIL The Nrthern Leb. 
Gene take your Glaſs, the Northern Laſs 


So prettily ad vis d, 4 
1 rank her Health, and really was L499 
reea urpri 
| * 9 hee, her Voice ſo ſweet, | 
Her Air and Mein ſo free, 6 $9} 
| e Syten Gern e my Ment, | 
ö * n ſaid ſne. 


1 
= 


from the Vorth#uch Neuer Se, 
Haw is it that I feel Ny 
jthin my Breaſt that glowing Flame, - 
No Tongue can Ger reveal 
"ho! told and raw the North Wig den. 
All Summer's on her Br 
er Skin was like the driven 3 
But Sun-ſhine all the reſt. 
er Heart may Southern Siet 
N +, 4 . 4. _ 
w with Pain equal fee, 1 
Fallanc'd in x * .18 
hen Shy per genes Elan 5 7 
Love my panting Br 0 — 7 9 
Ne bee e our Sun ber Heart hall wats, © © 


* YN - * F C 
5 
C5 
* . — 
NE” q * 
5 
- 


95 


4» } 
1018 — Gi. . % 
F Hen Gold is in Hand, „ 
It gives us Command, 1 * 1 8 
N makes a0 1”. * oY 


is now, as of * 
Wit and Ie . e 
I Are ſcorn'd, o'erlook'd, and tee 2 r 
Though peeviſh and 8 „ 
If Women * Gold 0 1 
They have Youth 08d Hamour ee, "x 
Among all Manki 
Without it we d, * 


Nor Love, nor Eavoury nov Beh 2 1 
SONG CX. rn 4 
Ie . 1' 
ou'd ou'd hops tr Favours . . 3 


ae: Sony the aire . my ae. 70 77 
He dances, he dances, * A 
He da, a- a- a- a · nges, 1 
He'f and glances, 


5 wo 
. 


mends ig AT. EI 


_ 
e 


bo the Paw 


by * 


* |, tu here'ro p 5 . 
1 Without one boron n 
| Is Belinda 8 ha Air de ffroy s a 
| N What native Cha 
While Chbe's artlef 


ot alithe World un Flor” | 
"may our Pity move, 


[ — J , ta 0 mY * " =P u ” 
\ 1 So He naluy & ce 
33 Dance PEE r 

FE and. — 12 


of - 
4 el = & 
4 1 1 9. 9 =" bY 


„ . | 


8 


Eo oFF-=2 _— 


> 


45 
8 


8 
eo» W 


* 7 an. 7 
— 7 
7 gb 
6 Love, er*d 


Ho he bt 
Moy ſhe Jou rin | | 
1 e 


8.6. — Leave, leave, G * Me? 98 
SONG CXTV, 4b, be.” | 


ATi the 2 in Vallies 2 1 
his warm Bea * ff 
pantie we ing, LE TG ” 
e — w che Grac ss | FE 
of the moſt-bewitehing Faces, | 1 4 e 
Kr approaching age tetuys „ 
1 NRO 
Tyrant when degraded, 1 
5 and is — * o FS * 
F. ye thy my he once Coal Ks? 1 
the if none could move 
Is contemn a0 4 by by every Lover, 


When her Charms are growing old,” * * | 


Melancholick Looks ang. Whiging, - . a wag h 


Are en you and, Pain 


ay t 125 your Chances, move 3 


XX 
elting Sighs, tran | 
/Are 2 ighs, * g 3 2 

Fair ones ! while Beauty's - 
Employ Ti el Age reſuming 


What yu Vent | Softly I" 
You are now of all your — . 


rn * | 
Iiz 


0 b. Wt N 3 be. 
meet, her Mars, the Queen of Love 
| Comes here dorn'd th all her Charms 
12 beſt 5 air — mave, „ 
And crowns his Teils in Beauty*s Arms 2” 


eee g in Beauty- Arme. Be 


S * YONG CXVI. , fy wt; 4. I 


ih fly haſte, hos 
Ee 5 


Ev*ry . — as 
Ev'ry RE | 481 92 f 
; SONG i "Ae my ponting be. 
ing, H 
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